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DAD’S CARTEL BEST FRIEND 


Years ago, I helped two brothers escape to a better life. In 
return, once they became the most powerful Cartel leaders 
in Mexico, they repaid the favor a thousand times, giving 
me the life, the power and protection to run my own 
successful business, along with my American, Gringo 
brother, Dan. 


When he tells me he’s coming to visit with his daughter, I 
can’t wait. It’s been too long since we all caught up. 


But once I see the beautiful, curvy young woman his 
daughter’s all grown up into, I feel myself falling. Hard. 


What? Dan’s not coming for a few more days? 
It’s just you and me? 


It’s Instant love. Like nothing I’ve ever felt before, and I just 
know that Jade is feeling exactly the same as I do. 


A college intern exchange takes me to Mexico, Dad’s held 
up for a day or two. Maybe more, but it’s cool. His best 
buddy Carlos will look after me, show me a good time, but a 
safe time. Dad trusts him like a brother, and from what I 
remember, he’s one hot hunk of a man, that’s for sure. 


In the flesh, after all those years, Carlos is making me wet 
just by looking at me. I know what he wants, and now I do 
too. More need than want. 


Crazy. Truly. Madly. Deeply. 


But what about dad? My internship? It all goes south, far 
across the border and straight into the arms of the manliest 
man I’ve ever seen. 


Knowing I’m safe with him and that he’ll put a baby in me. 
Knowing we'll make a family together, the one he never had 
growing up, makes it all worthwhile in the end. Age isn’t 
just a number, it’s a badge of honor, and Carlos wears his 
like a man, a real man. The only man who’ll ever claim me, 
the only man TIl call my own. 


*Dad’s Cartel Best Friend is a SHORT insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Wake up to a free, new, original story on 
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CHAPTER ONE 


( ARLOS 


The sweat on my palms, the trickle of it running down my 
back, it isn’t from the Mexican heat. Her eyes, those 
luminous green eyes, they’re the green light to my own 
instant and animal attraction. The last time I saw her, she 
was just finishing high school. A cute kid, but not the 
ravishing, curvaceous young woman in front of me now. 


The crowd at customs spills out, separating like confetti 
once they pass the armed guards. She’s staring right at me, 
her own eyes burning and growing blacker in the middle of 
that stunning green. The green of her namesake. 


Jade. 


Santa Maria! I used to bounce Jade on my knee once. The 
goddess I see recognizing me as she comes closer has some 
of the same features, but she’s all grown up and the 
urgency of my need to put her over my knee now is almost 
unbearable. 


She stops a foot from me, I should hug her. She’s my best 
friend’s daughter, almost family. 


But not. Not at all family. 


I stand there, dumbstruck, shamelessly letting my eyes eat 
her up, which I can tell she enjoys. She flushes, maybe a 
little from embarrassment, but mostly from feeling the 
same way I do. 


Instant love. Like nothing I’ve ever felt before. 


The hammering in my ribs, the dryness of my mouth is in 
overdrive, but my instinct to protect and look after her is 
instant. I reach for her heavy hand bag, lightening her load 
instantly as I pinch it between two fingers. 


A low sound escapes me, before I can even speak, and it 
registers in her eyes as a broadcast received and 
understood. I can smell her hair, her body. I can see the 
wetness of her lips as she licks them absently. One of us has 
to say something, otherwise it’s gonna look awfully strange. 


“How was the flight?” I hear my own voice, higher and as if 
from far away, she looks down, and I feel a ripple of 
electricity flow through me as I see her glancing at my cock. 


No second guess needed, I know when someone looks at my 
junk, and Jade just did. No accident. 


“Tt was long,” she murmurs dreamily, grinning with a near 
feverish look on her face as it lingers on my slowly 
lengthening member as I fight the urge not to cover it with 
her luggage; as I fight the urge to throw her over a 
baggage trolley and stuff her until she screams. 


But first things first, I have to remember my place. 


“Uh... Where’s your dad?” I ask, suddenly realizing the 
sight of her has made me totally forget my best friend, who 


was coming down to Cancun with his daughter for a 
vacation of sorts, to help her settle in for the start of her 
intern semester at the local college, specializing in 
archaeology. 


The smile on her lips says it all, and I know she’s feeling the 
same ripple of excitement across her belly when she tells 
me. 


“Didn’t daddy tell you? He was held up. He’ll join us in a day 
or two, maybe next week at the latest...” 


She lets her voice trail off and I feel such a thrill, such a 
hardness brewing inside and outside me. Like a sense of 
pride, a destiny of some sort. Like all this time, my whole 
adult life as a single man has led up to this moment. 


I can’t help but take in her huge chest again, her stiff peaks 
welcoming my gaze as they poke through her thin white t- 
shirt, the seamless, strapless bra underneath, keeping them 
contained but in no way well behaved. 


“Look at us!” I exclaim, “What sort of welcome is this...” my 
voice is still higher than normal, which I hate, but it pays 
off. She does what my own body is screaming for, she steps 
forward, and standing on her tippy toes in her flat sandals 
she reaches up all six foot six of me into a full body hug, 
which I greedily accept. 


A second sound escapes me, a lower, more guttural sound. 
She lets out a near whimper in response as I squeeze her, 
hard. Pulling her soft chest into my hard muscular torso. It 
sends my cock to full attention in an instant, and feeling her 
belly nestle into it, she whispers hoarsely, “That better?” 


I can only growl a reply. A hungry, possessive sound, 
heralding my intentions to her own body. I don’t want to 
just hold her, I want to have her. All of her. 


The instant I saw her I knew she was almost a woman now. 
The only thing I need to do for her is to show her how a 
man claims and then looks after his woman. 


Could it have been anyone else? 
No. 


Should it have been someone else other than my best 
buddy’s daughter? 


Hell yes, but I’ll take that medicine when it’s time. For now, 
I need to get Jade home, after a slight detour. To eventually 
get her settled in and safe. Mexico can be a dangerous 
place, but she’s in good hands. And no other hands will ever 
touch her. I’ll see to that personally. 


I kinda have a certain reputation which precedes me, not 
one her old man knows everything about either, but again, 
we'll cross all those bridges. The one thing I want to do now 
is get her out of the Airport and out of those curve hugging 
clothes, as soon as possible. 


“T gotta tinkle.” she says, blushing again. “You wanna meet 
me back here after? I uh... gotta get my suitcase too...” 


I feel myself drawing up in my boots, standing taller. “I’ll go 
with you,” I manage, my high voice now a permanent growl 
after I’ve resolved to stake my claim on Jade Silverman. Not 
just while she’s in Mexico, but for the rest of her life. 


“You won’t go anywhere without me on your tail,” I say 
gruffly, “Mexico is no place for girls on their own.” 


Her eyes widen in surprise at my insistence, “What? You 
wanna come with me into the stall?” she jokes, but I’m not 
laughing. 


“T mean it Jade, I’m on you like white on rice from now on. 
You don’t leave my sight, okay?” I let the last part sound like 


I’m asking and she nods readily. 


Something in her telling herself that Carlos isn’t just dad’s 
best friend, he’s the man she’s been waiting for. 


And she’s the one I’m now aching for. 


CHAPTER TWO 


Standing next to all the other people waiting outside the 
gate, he looks like a giant. At six foot six, Carlos practically 
is. His coal black hair glistens with a good amount of styling, 
accenting his high forehead and letting his dark, brooding 
eyes amplify their intentions straight to me. 


I was nervous, terrified he would laugh or make fun of me. 
I’m a little chunkier than the last time he saw me, but his 
eyes moving over me, his satisfied look and of course, I 
can’t help but notice his dick actually starts to grow. It’s an 
instant wet patch for me, as I have the first proof, the real 
life evidence that a man, a real man finds me, boring old 
me, attractive. 


I wanted to run straight into his arms, that’s what I wanted 
to do. To wrap my legs around his waist and grind into him, 
rubbing my chest on his as he held my head by my hair and 
kissed me hard. But I’m nowhere near that athletic, plus, 
I’m still not totally convinced. Maybe it might just be the 


pleats in his pants, I don’t know. I’ve never even kissed a 
boy, let alone figured out how a real live, monster of a man 
actually works. 


“Senor Flores,” A security guard says, lowering his eyes 
and the barrel of his machine gun, demurring to Carlos as 
we walk to the restrooms. He waits out front, but I can tell 
he wants to go in with me. 


“I’m sure it’s okay in there,” I say, smiling, but really 
needing to check on something. 


In the stall, I go. But I also have to make sure that the 
wetness in my panties is real, that I haven’t wet myself. 


It’s as I thought, I’m just hotter than hell and not because of 
the weather. I’ve been attracted to boys, maybe. But 
nothing like this, it feels like a charge of electricity tingling 
through me. My hands are shaking and my heart’s 
pounding like a rabbit’s. 


I realize I should’ve packed more panties. If Senor Flores 
continues to have this effect on me, I’ll be swimming home. 


I don’t have to wait long anyway, I hear a woman’s stifled 
scream, then hear Carlos’ growling voice. 


“’Scuse me, miss. Oh... Pardon me...” Then he knocks on my 
stall. 


“You done?” he asks, sounding like Tarzan after he’s 
finished with Jane for the night. 


I want be embarrassed, maybe even a bit mad, but there’s 
something so sweet about a huge man that’s instantly hard 
for you and just wants to make sure you’re okay. The rush of 
heat that washes over me as I can see his huge frame 
through the stall door crack as I sit inches from him, his 


eyes deliberately not seeking me out of politeness. Out of 
privacy. 


I resist the newfound temptation to touch my aching mound 
before I pull up my sodden panties, breathing in sharply 
from the coolness, which is quickly warmed up again as 
soon as I open the stall door and see the wall of muscle, 
eyes and pure man that’s there waiting for me. 


I register that his nostrils are a little flared, like he stops for 
a second before we move to step away, taking in my scent. I 
feel like dying, like maybe I have a bad smell down there, 
but his smile and growl of satisfaction tell me it’s something 
he likes. 


Not a bad smell. The scent of something special between 
two people. 


Something new to me, and Carlos smells fantastic by the 
way. Like sandalwood and leather. Like something I want to 
ride. 


My own thoughts are shocking to me. I’m a plain Jade. Not 
a slutty Jade. I’m a research assistant on a trial internship 
with an exchange between colleges. I read racy novels 
when I feel I need a cheap thrill, but the rest of the time I 
study, I read and then study some more. No time for boys, 
and men? I didn’t even know there was such a thing until a 
few minutes ago. 


Once we get past the few remaining women in the 
restroom, there’s another guard at the door, with a 
distressed looking tourist. 


“That’s him! He’s the one! He just walked into the Ladies, 
fucking freak! God damned pervert!” The lanky woman 
shrieks, drawing the attention of a few more guards, until 
they see who I’m with. 


“Sorry Senor Flores, we didn’t know...” the men mumble 
sheepishly, moving the tourist away with their hands, telling 
her she ‘needs to be more careful’ and ‘how about we go 
through that bag of yours, eh?’ All that sort of thing. 


“Who are your friends,” I dare to ask timidly, marveling at 
the effect Carlos presence seems to have on the local 
authorities. 


“Never mind them,” his voice grinds low, I feel his huge 
hand, guiding me from behind and I try not to squeal. A jolt 
going right through me, down into a special place I can’t 
wait to explore further, and hopefully with Carlos at the 
helm. 


He guides me over to the baggage area and asks which 
case is mine. 


“The big pink one, with the cats on it.” I manage, feeling my 
breath shudder and my hardened chest starting to heave 
the longer his hand stays on me. 


“Pink.” he murmurs lowly to himself, and before I know it, 
he’s grabbed a hold of the back of my T-shirt so I can’t go 
anywhere and lifted his huge arm over the crowd by the 
conveyor belt and lifted my huge suitcase up and out as if it 
were made of cotton candy. 


I don’t want to go anywhere else, or with anyone else. With 
Carlos in command, it’s like the whole airport is just busy 
getting out of our way. We make it out front and a black car 
pulls up, as if on cue. It’s not at all what I expected and the 
trunk lifts automatically. Carlos holds the door open for me 
while his eyes give a final sweep of the area before he gives 
a satisfied nod. 


“Get in.” he says, his deep voice and hypnotic, and I feel 
myself floating into the back of the limo, driven by someone 


we can’t even see, the glass is that thick and tinted the 
same shade of black as Carlos’ hair. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


( ARLOS 


I try to tell myself it’s insane, that it must be my 
imagination. But I know it’s not. 


Maybe you got too much sun? 


What the hell is Dan gonna say? He’s supposed to be your 
best friend. 


‘Oh, Hi Dan. Welcome back to Mexico buddy, I kinda spent 
the past week screwing your daughter and now she’s 
knocked up, we’re getting married!’ 


It sounds stupid when I say it to myself, but it’s exactly how 
I feel. Looking opposite me, I can see a beautiful, full bodied 
young woman who is more than just a little bit interested in 
her old man’s long time buddy and business associate. 


I just know she feels the same instant attraction I do. I just 
need to give her at least a little time to settle in. She just 
got off the plane. Plus there’s the tiny part of me that feels 
just as self-conscious as she does. 


I know age is just a number, but what if she really just 
doesn’t want to be with an older guy like me? 


I can’t afford to think like that, and the ache in my pants 
won't let me forget it. I already feel bad for Dan. He’ll take 
the news hard. 


Her dad, Dan and I met in college. I got a football 
scholarship, for obvious reasons. Being built like a wall 
helped, but it was also through the local orphanage I was 
raised in. Dan and I hit it off and his idea for a hot sauce 
business run out of Mexico seemed stupid to me, until he 
explained further. 


“I know I’m a gringo, ya dummy! That’s why I need you to 
manage it, like partners.” 


I had little sense back then and no idea about business, but 
I did, and still do know the value of fair partnership, “ Fifty- 
fifty?” was my only contribution to the business plan. The 
rest, as they say, is history. 


“Of course fifty-fifty, ya big galoot! Now come ‘ere and god 
damned well shake on it before I change my mind!” 


It seems like a lifetime ago... practically is. 1 mean, how old 
is Jade now? Nineteen? Twenty? I think she’s twenty one. 
Damn, time has gone by so fast and I feel like I’m just 
warming up for this thing called life, especially seeing Jade. 
She makes me feel so many things all at once, and not one 
of them is a bad thing. 


“Hot sauce business must be pretty good,” she says, trying 
to make casual conversation, running her eyes over the 
interior of the limo, before resting them back onto me, my 
lap to be exact. 


Is she still trying to figure out if it’s the pleats or if it’s me? 


Her brows rise up in time with her eyes and her friendly 
smile is a question. 


“Errr... yeah. Business is good, very good. Your dad, he gets 
the checks?” 


“Every month,” she chimes, I feel she’s humoring me in one 
way, but leaving the topic alone in another way, sensing 
there’s more to my end of her daddy’s business than hot 
sauce, which is absolutely the case. 


“You never see it in the stores though, do you?” I ask, 
unable to help myself. A gruff little joke to myself and one I 
don’t think she’d pick up on. Most people don’t go for 
nuclear grade, super spicy hot sauce. 


“No. Come to think of it, we never do see it in stores, but 
daddy tells me that supply and demand is bigger than ever,” 
she lets out a natural laugh and I nearly groan at the sight 
of her tits bouncing, one nearly freeing a nipple from her 
bra as the limo hits a bump in the road at the same 
moment. 


Her face reddens as she tries to adjust herself without me 
noticing, but so help me, I can’t take my eyes of her 
stunning body. Her creamy white skin is so smooth, I just 
want to take her in my mouth, take her whole chest in my 
mouth as she works her tiny hands over my stiff cock. 


As I stare at her, my mouth actually falling open, I notice 
her almost doing the same. I think for a second that she’s 
making fun, and I lift my eyes back up to meet hers, but her 
eyes are glued to the steel in my pants. 


No pleats. 


We both quickly look out the windows, each picking a 
different direction to look out at. She opens her mouth a 
few times to say something, but her breath is shaky and I 


opt to keep quiet. The only thing I want to say to her is 
“Now?” and then spread her sweet thighs and bury my face 
deep into her sweet hole until she screams for more. 


Out of the corner of my eye. I can see her legs pressed tight 
together, holding herself shut. Her knee length skirt, like 
her t-shirt is made from lightweight material and shows 
every curve, every line of her perfect thighs and hips. I 
caught as much of her fine ass as I could at the airport, but 
I can tell she’s self-conscious about wearing thin fabrics, 
especially with me being up close. 


The weather in Mexico most always demands visitors to 
dress light. I feel my cock ache, as I watch her out of the 
corner of my eye. The most perfect creature, the most 
delicate dish waiting to be claimed and devoured whole. 


I can’t wait. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


It’s a long drive, and after a while I think the feeling 
between us is so obvious, we start to just chat, to break the 
ice. Neither of us wanting to dive straight into anything 
physical. At least I hope not. I have no idea about that stuff, 
and Carlos is so... big. 


Truth is, I kinda feel like he might not like me so much if he 
Saw me without clothes on. Despite the thin fabric I chose 
to wear by accident, not my regular dress code, I’m not 
exactly Victoria’s Secret material, and I’m sure Carlos has 
his fair share of skinny young beauties. After a break in 
some light conversation about the local ruins, the very 
thought of him being with anyone makes me gulp down 
hard, almost fighting back tears just at the thought. 


“What’s wrong?” Carlos asks, looking concerned, his eyes 
narrowing onto mine, searching for the cause of the 
problem, showing me they’re ready to be the solution. 


I wish it were so simple. 


“Nothing,” I manage, but I feel like I’m dying inside. Like 
maybe I’m just being a silly little girl with a crush on 
something so big I don’t truly understand the magnitude of 
it all. 


“Tell me what’s wrong,” Carlos commands me. His voice is 
firm, but it’s like medicine. Something sharp, but he’s trying 
to draw my hurt out with it. 


“You aren’t married? Girlfriend?” I manage, hearing the 
tremble in my own voice, regretting the question straight 
away and dreading the answer. 


“No.” he says flatly. “I’m far too busy with my work for 
that... until...” 


“Until what?” I ask, suddenly feeling like all the hurt has 
been drained from me, replaced by hope, and not a fool’s 
hope either. The twinkle in his eyes is enough to remind me 
that what’s happening is real, we both just need to be 
patient. 


“Until the right girl comes along...” he says mysteriously, 
trying not to smile. I can tell it’s hard for him to talk like 
this, he’s embarrassed. 


“So... you don’t have-” 


“No!” he says, almost impatiently, eager to prove to me that 
there’s no other woman. He’s a single man. 


An eligible man who just happens to be all man. 


“What else is bugging you?” he asks again, with a little less 
edge in his voice, but he’s still commanding me to tell him 
and it’s driving me wild inside to hear him speak to me like 
that. I feel myself swimming in my seat as I stammer an 
answer. 


“I feel confused, like I want something so bad, but I don’t 
even know what that something is.” 


“T see...” He says deeply, leaning forward a little, “Wanna 
know what I think?” he asks firmly, narrowing his eyes on 
mine. I hear myself gulp loudly, my mouth and throat 
getting dry all over again. 


“I think what you need is staring you in the face, Jade. I 
think what you need might just be a-” 


I feel myself pushed further back into my seat, Carlos is 
lurching towards me, his arms outstretched. The sickening 
sound of the tires skidding makes my heart freeze, but then 
relief as the sounds of cowbells and the barnyard sounds of 
livestock. I was almost fearing something worse, with this 
part of the world infamous for violent crimes and 
kidnappings. 


“Are you alright?” Carlos asks me, holding me by both arms, 
I nod I’m okay, but he’s still worked up. 


He leaps from the car and I can hear him shouting at his 
driver and some other people, whose voices change after a 
while. In seconds, the road is cleared and we’re moving 
again. 


“I’m sorry Jade,” Carlos says, wiping his brow, “A truck 
turned over, sheep of all things... Out here.” He says loudly, 
trying to make light of it while I try and relax into the rest of 
the journey, but Carlos seems on edge, watching me like a 
hawk. 


“T told your dad I’d watch out for you over here, that I’d 
protect you. So far, I’m not doing a very good job,” he finally 
says, breaking the silence. 


His look is so intense, like he’s genuinely down on himself, 
like he’s failed somehow. 


“I feel safe,” I offer, telling the truth. “I’ve never felt safer in 
my whole life.” 


He growls to himself, pumping his fist a few times and then 
looking out the window, like he wants to say something, but 
is holding back. 


“T thought your house was on the coast,” I hear myself 
asking, pretty innocent; but recognizing it as stupid 
question number two in as many minutes. 


Carlos look darkens again. 


“T was taking us to some Mayan ruins, the ones near Pisté,” 
he says mournfully, but his expression changes when my 
face lights up. 


“Chichén Itzá?” I ask excitedly. It’s so touristy, but I’ve 
never been. All the sites I plan to visit I’ve only ever seen in 
books or online. 


I squeal with excitement, drawing a satisfied grin from 
Carlos and I feel so happy again, going someplace exciting 
straight off the plane and having Carlos looking happy 
again too. He looks at my chest while he growls in 
satisfaction, bringing back the feeling we almost lost back 
there. 


Stupid sheep. 


“I feel safe, and happy, how about that?” I ask him, fighting 
the urge to lean over and hug him, although I can tell he’s 
picking up on my mood. The whole trip is off to a great 
start, I wonder what Carlos really meant though about the 
answer to what I need, staring me in the face. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


( ARLOS 


My heart’s in my throat when the car stops. Juan knows to 
keep driving, no matter what. I fear the worst straight 
away, but it’s just sheep. Sheep on the coast! What next? 


My reputation in Cancun is enough to protect us, without 
the need for an armed escort, but these days, who knows? 


I chose not to expose Jade, or her dad to anything that 
might frighten them on this trip. That includes taking care 
of my own security detail, being me and Juan; who only has 
small arms in front, and only uses them if absolutely 
necessary. 


As far as Dan, Jade’s dad knows, the hot sauce business is 
booming and that we pay off some local authorities to keep 
supply up and profits high. That’s all I figure he needs to 
know. 


I can keep everything else in check from down here, he just 
needs to worry about his fat check every month; Carlos 
takes care of the rest. 


It was supposed to be a family trip for Dan and Jade, and I 
need to project the right vibe, the right energy for them 
both. Neither would ever be in any real danger, the 
protection I have from the cartel means we’re always safe, 
but like I said, who knows. 


I’ve never had to put that immunity to the test, but the little 
stop over some sheep makes me realize in an instant how 
much Jade means to me already, a feeling to protect her 
that goes beyond the promise I made her dad. 


Seeing her smile again, her rack bouncing in time with her 
own excitement, it excites me, and not just on a physical 
level. Jade is a beautiful young woman and I do know I’ve 
fallen for her, no doubt about that. But I’m also interested 
in spending time with her, learning everything there is to 
know about her, what she likes and what she doesn’t. 


I’m gonna have to before I can make her my wife. 


I can almost hear Dan in my mind, every time I even think 
about it, but it’s too bad. I can’t help how I feel. Waiting 
your whole life for the one to appear, and when they finally 
do, they just happen to be your buddies daughter? That’s 
just providence. 


“Oh!” Jade cries out excitedly again, “All my gear, my 
camera and stuff... it’s in my luggage.” 


“You wanna stop and get it out, get it set up for when we 
get there?” I ask her. 


She looks away shyly, then blushes, “I only... I didn’t 
mean...” 


I pick up the handset next to the seat, Juan pulls over and I 
get out, holding the door open for Jade, who’s still blushing. 


“Thank you.” She says, genuinely grateful as I lift her case 
out of the trunk. It’s heavy, but I lift ten of these on a rest 
day, just to keep in shape. 


With her camera and other gear out, we’re moving again, 
she wants to take my photo, something which stirs alarm 
bells inside me that it doesn’t really need to. 


“How ‘bout I take one of you,” I suggest instead, gently 
easing the digital camera from her hands, feeling the thrill 
of touching her fingers with mine. 


She looks uneasy, “I’ll be careful with it,” I promise. I know 
how people are about their stuff like cameras. But it’s 
something else. 


“Please don’t.” She says, looking down at her feet. “I hate 
having my picture taken, I’m so fat.” 


I feel like I’ve been punched. My breath leaves me and it 
feels tight in my chest. I hear my own jaw clamp down, 
grinding my teeth at the thought. 


“And who told you that,” I ask, trying to sound like I don’t 
want to break them in half already. 


“Nobody has to, look at me!” she exclaims, her lower lip 
trembling, which I press my thumb to, leaning over to take 
her chin in my hand. 


“You’re the most beautiful thing in the world Jade. I saw you 
all those years ago, a cute kid, now... now you’re just 
perfect... don’t say that word anymore, okay? You’re perfect 
and I won’t hear that word from your lips. Not today, not 
ever. Deal?” 


She sniffs some, but I think my photo idea is canned. 


Dammit! I want a picture of her for my phone, for our 
family album. Our own family album. 


On a whim, I make the stupidest face I can think of and tap 
her foot with mine. 


“If you let me take a photo, I'll let you get one of me doing 
this...” I say, trying not to break the face or laugh like a 
moron. 


She laughs out loud and it feels good again, to hear her 
laughter in the air, “Deal.” She finally says, and I hand her 
back the camera, which makes a series of clicking sounds 
like machine gun fire. 


“Alright, alright!” I protest, making my normal, mean 
looking face. “I said one, not a whole roll of film.” 


She stops laughing and gives me a look. “Umm Duh...! It's 
digital now, Carlos. Film went out like a long time ago...” 


I smirk and then scowl myself. Like I need reminding of how 
old I am compared to her. 


“I didn’t mean...” she starts, putting her hand over mine 
without thinking. 


It gives me such a charge, it’s like I can’t take it anymore. 
How much longer am I gonna play cat and mouse with Jade 
about the obvious attraction between us? 


And who’s the cat and who exactly is the mouse here? 


I grip her hand in mine, tight but not to hurt her, to show 
her with actions and the feeling I transmit to her, the effect 
she’s having on me, how I feel about her. I draw her closer 
with it, my strength unnecessary as she’s leaning over 
towards me, our faces an inch from one another. I can smell 
her hair and feel the heat from her body against mine, I 
move my face forward, opening my lips, seeking out hers. 


CHAPTER SIX 


ADE 


“What about my dad? I’m sorry Carlos, I just can’t.” I pull 
back from him, feeling the connection between us break. 
Like everything I wanted at that moment is thrown out the 
window for no reason. 


I sit back in my seat, folding my arms across my chest. 
Biting my lip nervously. 


What are you doing, Jade? The man wants to kiss you, 
dammit! 


I half expect Carlos to be mad, maybe even berate me for 
being a tease; but he doesn’t. He’s the perfect gentleman 
and I can tell he’s just a little hurt, okay a Jot hurt, but he’s 
mature. He’s an adult, which is why I love him already. 


“I know, I know,” he murmurs, rubbing his face with the 
palms of his hands, holding them there for what seems like 
ages, before opening them again. His eyes resting 
thoughtfully on me. 


“Just tell me I’m not imagining it,” is all he says. 


I lean over to him, my heart pounding in my ears, the 
wetness in my panties almost skidding my legs out from 
under me, and I rest a hand on his rock hard thigh, then 
peck his check gently before whispering in his ear, “ You’re 
not imagining it, Carlos.” 


I sit back in my seat and feel my breath shudder. Being so 
close to him like that, his scent and the hardness of his body 
under my hand... whoa! 


Carlos beams, looking like he’s just won the lottery, or 
whatever his equivalent would be. He has loads of money, so 
a lottery win probably wouldn’t give him the face he has on 
now. 


We sit in silence for a time, until he finally lets his smile 
shrink, “That’s all I need for now, Jade.” He says tenderly. 


“Maybe we can work the rest out as we go, huh? But I warn 
you,” he says faking sternness, “I’m not sure how much 
more of this I can take” 


“I know,” I say softly, looking at the photo of him on the 
screen of my camera, hugging it tight to my chest as I look 
at the real thing in front of me, trying not to squeal again. 
“Let’s see what the rest of today brings.” 


Carlos lasts all of two minutes, I can feel the pressure rising 
in the space of the car. 


“Is that long enough?” he asks, trying to look serious, “Can 
I claim you yet?” That last part, he actually does look 
serious. 


We both laugh out loud, but I know he means it, and I know 
just how he feels. Nothing feels more natural to me, as 
scary as it is on the one hand, to be taken By Carlos. He’s a 


dream guy come true, and he’s right in front of me... just 
like he said before. 


“Is that what you meant when you said the answer was 
right in front of me?” I ask, but the look on his face says it 
all. 


I want him so bad, I want him to kiss me. But at the same 
time, I’m so scared about the trouble it could cause, for my 
dad. Between me and my dad. 


“TIl take care of your dad,” Carlos says, reading my mind. 
“And as for everything else? I can provide for you, no 
problems. Anything you want, it’s yours. Starting right... 
Now.” 


He snaps his fingers loudly, and the shockwave of it gives 
me goosebumps. I realize that Carlos really is the answer to 
all my so called problems, he can provide for me and he 
really, really does seem to be attracted to me. I can’t deny 
the chemistry between us. 


“T want you Jade,” he says firmly. “I don’t just want to fuck 
you Jade, I want to be with you, to put a baby inside you and 
then have us both enjoy our lives... together. I want to puta 
hundred babies in you.” 


My eyes go wide, and I probably look scared again, so 
Carlos corrects himself, “Okay, maybe not a hundred... but 
starting with one. The one I want to make with you, the one 
I want to share with you... our family. The family I never got 
to have. The family I want to give you, Jade.” 


He takes both my hands in his, and I can tell he feels them 
trembling. I’m so confused, because I’m holding back for no 
real reason. It doesn’t make any sense. 


“T know you feel the same Jade, I know you believe in love at 
first sight... I never did until today, but now I feel it too. It’s 


real. Let’s make it real together.” 


I have so many thoughts, questions and of course, still my 
own hang-ups. I want to give myself to him right there and 
then, so what’s stopping me? 


“Look!” He exclaims, leaning back, showing me the huge, 
rock hard bulge at the front of his trousers, “This is what 
you do to me, Jade. I’m in agony here. I know I can never 
touch myself again knowing your sweet body is walking 
around without me inside it...” 


I gasp at the sight, his cock seems to have grown bigger 
than before and it’s straining so hard against his pants, my 
first and only reflex is to reach out and stroke it, which I do, 
getting down on my knees in front of him in the space 
between our two facing seats. 


He moans loudly, and I remember the tinted glass, the solid 
car we're in. It’s probably bulletproof. My dad’s a thousand 
miles away and my own pussy is so fucking wet, it feels like 
it’s broken. But it’s not, it’s aching for him to be inside me. 


I make sounds as I stroke his hot, fat dick through his pants. 
Strange, murmuring, animal sounds. My breathing is all 
over the place and it feels like I’m running a fever. If looking 
at Carlos was pleasant, touching him, feeling his rock hard 
cock is the nearest thing to heaven, which I know it will be 
when he slips his whole thick, length into me, pumping me 
full of his seed, making the baby I just know that I want 
now. 


The man, the baby that I need inside me. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


( ARLOS 


Holding her thick blond hair back, which has come loose 
from the ponytail she wears it in, I look into Jade’s eyes, our 
breath shuddering, hearts pounding in against our ribs, I 
feel like I’ve never felt before. Like it’s the first real 
experience I’ve ever had in my life. Everything was just 
phony compared to this sensation, this feeling. 


I give her a questioning look, she’s so fucking hot right now, 
I can smell her heat, but I also know she’s still shy. 


“What is it?” I ask her sternly, reminding her with my look 
not to pull that stuff again about the F word. 


She shakes her head, looking as innocent as a lamb. It’s 
something else, but she’s too greedy for my cock, which I 
help her to free in a second, unzipping myself and groaning 
as the air hits it, her mouth on the tip in a second, making 
me growl with hunger. Ordering myself not to come until 
I’m inside her sweet hole. 


She puts her lips over the tip, which she barely fits in her 
mouth, her eyes widening, breathing fast through her nose 
as she grips my shaft with two hands and still can’t close 
them around my solid ten inches. 


“T want to put this inside you, Jade. I want you to feel me all 
the way inside you...” Her moans send the perfect level of 
vibration right through my dick, from the tip, right into the 
core of my belly. I groan and moan again, feeling my balls 
rising, already anticipating a climax which I force myself not 
to think about. 


Lifting her head with my hands, she catches her breath, a 
thick line of pre-come from her lower lip to the shining head 
of my aching hard on. I’ve never seen anything so beautiful 
and wish I had that camera handy somehow, but the 
moment’s just too perfect, she lifts herself up to me, hands 
resting on my thighs as I hold her face with both hands, our 
lips finally connecting. 


The soft sweetness of her lips, the smoothness of her skin. 
It’s what I imagine heaven to be, not believing it’s possible 
to feel this way about anything, but to know the same 
feeling is being shot right back at me, Jade’s feeling it too; I 
just know she is. 


She wants to keep kissing me and she wants to suck me off. 
She’s also trying to hitch her skirt up at the same time. I 
run my hand across her back, stroking her and feeling her 
warmth. 


“Its alright,” I whisper, “we’ve got time, we can go slow if 
you want...” 


The flash of mischief in her eyes jolts me to a new level of 
hardness, and I feel her hand grip the tip of my cock as she 
tries to straddle me, the roof of the car getting in her way 
as she lets out a cry of frustration. 


“T want you in me, Carlos, take my flower... fuck this 
virgin...” 


I’m turned on by her talk, but shocked at what I’m hearing, 
then glad. Relieved and proud that nobody else will claim 
Jade except me. I’ll be her first. Her last. Her forever. 


I want to give it to her so bad, but I need to be sure, “Hold 
up, wait! Are you...” her head nods feverishly, she’s 
whimpering trying to get onto my cock. 


I press my face to hers, our tongues dancing while my 
hands find their way up into her t-shirt, snapping her bra 
undone and feeling the instant free weight of her breasts as 
they sway in time with both our movements. Her nipples 
are like steel pins, with the slightest touch sending her 
shuddering with her eyes rolling back in her head. 


“T think I’m gonna... Carlooos... I’m...” 


“Oh no you don’t!” I command her, and in a second, she’s 
laying on her back on the leather seat opposite us, clawing 
her skirt up as I slide both my hands up her milky white 
thighs, a deep growl emanating from me, powering my 
stiffness, the animal in me as I peel the front of her sodden 
panties down to reveal the most beautiful thing in the 
world. 


Lifting her ass, I tear the lace clean off her, making her 
gasp and moan louder, her hips gyrate and I can see the 
pink flesh of her pussy starting to twitch as I open her legs 
wider, splaying her lips with one hand as the other holds 
her up by the small of her back. 


I know how close she is, so without delay, I press my open 
mouth over her sex, drawing an incredible sound from her, 
music to my ears. The sound of my woman getting what she 
needs. Getting off on my face as I savor the taste of her 


sweet juices, which are pouring out of her as I drink them 
all up, like water to a man dying of thirst, I feel renewed, 
replenished. I feel saved and know that I’m home. 


She’s already coming, her whole body jerks and twitches in 
my hands, and once I take her sweet bud in between my 
lips, it turns the controls up to eleven, with her shuddering 
and gasping into a continuous climax, extended with each 
delicate flick of my tongue over her love button. 


There’s so much more I want to do, so many places I want 
to explore with my fingers, my cock, my whole face; but I 
know that after what she’s just told me, I have to make it 
special. 


I have to do it right and do her just right. 


My own hardness is almost unbearable, but seeing my girl 
come like that, tasting her release and sweetness in my 
mouth is almost as good as coming inside her myself. 


“T have to keep what’s coming for you, baby.” I whisper as 
she kisses me again, savoring her own taste. 


“T’ll claim you, take you as my own, but not in the back ofa 
car. My princess deserves the best. I gotta do this right, 
make our baby someplace special” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


It feels like I’ve died. I’ve left my body behind and am now 
in heaven with an angel. Carlos is so gentle. His huge, 
muscular frame handling me with such tenderness, but 
putting just the right amount of hard pressure and animal 
lust into what must be, the greatest climax in history. 


I’ve never been with a boy, only ever really touched myself 
to put in tampons and to wash. I’ve never really felt like that 
about my body, but I can’t say the F word anymore, and I 
don’t have to. If I can feel what I just felt with Carlos, all the 
time? I’m in. Sign me up! 


But I don’t get why he won’t fuck me, why won’t he come 
inside me right here and now? Lord knows I’m ready, I’ve 
never been more ready for anything in my whole life. 


He’s so hard, his cock looks like it’s about to explode, but he 
won't have it, he zips himself up and pulls me over to him. 
Holding my chest in one hand and my ass with the other as 
he kisses me deeply again. 


“I have to make your first time extra special, Jade. I’m 
sworn to protect you, but I’m also bound by my own desire 
and love for you to make it just right...” 


I feel myself melting into another puddle. We snuggle 
comfortably in the huge leather seat long enough for me to 
start to doze off, then Carlos whispers in my ear that we’re 
getting close to the ruins. 


I look out the window and can see the monuments of the 
ancient ruins in the distance, and a roadblock sign in both 
Spanish and English. 


Monuments Closed for maintenance-turn back. 


There’s a few jeeps and soldiers with machine guns as we 
get closer, even more at the monuments themselves. I start 
to get scared, looking to Carlos, who’s smiling like the devil. 


“T may have hired the monuments for the afternoon,” he 
says calmly, a satisfied grin spreading across his face, which 
grows serious just as quickly. 


“Make yourself decent, Jade. I don’t want you half naked in 
front of these men, okay?” He adjusts himself and I try to 
push myself back into my clothes, making Carlos shake his 
head as the car pulls to a halt. 


“Just stay here a second, alright? TIl be right outside,” he 
steps out, and through the tinted glass I can see a soldier, 
or maybe it's a policeman, salute Carlos and shake his hand. 
They exchange a few words and then the whole group of 
jeeps and guns moves off, making a circle around the 
entrance to the park that houses the ruins. 


Carlos ducks back in the car a moment later, with my bag, 
“We’ll head to the rest area; you can freshen up, maybe 


change there.” 


I want to protest, but I can just tell that what Carlos saw 
just now, what he got his first taste of, he doesn’t want to 
share with anyone else, not even by having them take a 
peek. Not even through my clothes. The body I was so 
ashamed of now has a new meaning. It’s exclusive property 
of the hottest man alive, and that makes me feel wetter 
than ever all over again. 


The car pulls up at a rest area, and there’s not a soul in 
sight. Carlos holds every door open for me and waits 
outside the restroom as I change and freshen up, after he’s 
made sure no one else is in there. Even his driver, Juan, 
stays in the car. Not even looking sideways from straight 
ahead, as his mirrored aviators give nothing away. It’s sorta 
creepy to have such special treatment, but because it’s 
Carlos, it’s special for all the right reasons. 


How he managed to arrange it, Pl never know, but I’m 
itching to have a look around and with the car able to take 
us between ruins, and across the whole park, it’s an 
Archeologists dream come true. Access to all areas and with 
no tourists! 


Carlos keeps up, even leading the way to a few of his 
favorite spots, the great Mayan pyramid being one of them. 
I have a few, lesser known places I want to check out and 
Carlos is impressed with my in depth knowledge of the 
ruins, especially for someone who's never even been there. 


We hold hands a lot, with Carlos helping me up the taller 
steps and across some wider spaces. He even carries me 
the last few steps to the top of one pyramid, making me feel 
as light as a feather in his arms. 


Standing at the top, looking out over the ancient space, the 
low clouds and the cool tropical air blowing, it’s the perfect 


setting for the perfect day with the perfect man. 


“Its just beautifull” I cry out, opening my arms wide, 
drinking in the view, the place, everything. 


“It sure is,” I hear Carlos growl hungrily, before he 
pretends to eat my neck, not even taking in the view, I don’t 
think his eyes have left me the whole day. 


As we get back down to the base of the pyramid, an army 
jeep comes speeding up, the same soldier hailing Carlos as 
he rushes up, breathless. 


I don’t speak Spanish, not a word. But I get the gist, there’s 
trouble of some kind and we’re not taking the car back to 
Carlos house. 


Carlos remains perfectly calm, giving orders to the soldier 
guy, which is weird, and then he takes my hand, telling me 
we have a few minutes to stroll around before it’s time to 


go. 


“You don’t mind flying back, I hope?” He says with a grin. 
“The, uh... weather just took a turn for the worse, so it’s 
safer to fly back to my place. The roads might be washed 
out the way we just came. We’ll go in a minute if you want.” 


I know it’s not the whole truth, but I trust Carlos. I know 
whatever he doesn’t tell me is for my own protection, not to 
deceive me. 


He says it all so casually, like it’s catching a bus or calling an 
Uber, the sound of an army helicopter in the distance 
reminds me of the thumping in my own chest, the thrill, the 
adventure that it is to just be near Carlos, I feel suddenly 
proud to be about to give myself to him completely. 


CHAPTER NINE 


( ARLOS 


Word’s reached the men that it’s not safe to go back on the 
road we came up on. With just myself and the driver, and 
the soldiers needed elsewhere after our little excursion, the 
decisions made to fly us back. It’ll cost me, but it’s worth it. 
A simple donation to the right department and the debt is 
paid, not that they’ll chase me for it; but it’s how we do 
things down south of the border. 


The helicopter is huge, but we get to ride shotgun up front, 
with half a dozen or so men we're carrying in back. Jade 
and I have headsets on, so we can chat still, with our 
channel switched to private so the pilots won’t hear us. 


It’s not ideal, but getting Jade home safe is my number one 
priority, we can work on the luxury and the spoiling of her I 
have planned when we get there. 


With no real danger, except maybe eating into the pilot’s 
schedule, I ask if he can make a few low passes over the 
ruins before we go, and any that he knows of along the way. 
He looks confused, until I explain that Jade is an 


Archeologist, to which the pilot salutes and promises to give 
her a show. 


The views from above are as exciting for Jade as they were 
on the ground. She snaps pictures and videos, making sure 
to keep to the ruins only. It gives me such a thrill to see her 
so happy, and with such little effort. 


The pilot does a great job, going as low as he can over more 
ruins and archeological sites along the route home. It 
reminds me to get out more, to enjoy the history and 
landscape of my own country. 


I lose count how many times Jade mouths the words thank 
you, and even more how many times I feel her tiny hand in 
mine, giving my finger a gentle squeeze of satisfaction, or 
gripping me hard when the copter pinches or we pass a 
spectacular ridge or ruin. 


When the coast comes into view, it’s full steam ahead and 
although a short joyride, I know it’s something Jade will 
never forget and neither will I. To be so close to her, seeing 
her face light up, watching her green eyes dance with joy 
over the views. It’s all I need to know about what she likes 
and what she doesn’t. 


Hearing someone tell you those things is great, but doing 
things together that prove it, that show it, Those are the 
golden moments and I feel like the richest man in Mexico 
when I see the pleasure on Jade’s face. 


A pleasure I plan to continue in the bedroom, if I can wait 
that long. The vibration in the seat, the proximity of Jade’s 
chest and her leg pressing against mine the whole way, it 
has to be the hardest I’ve been and for the longest in my 
whole life. I know there’s only one cure, and I’m starting to 
count the minutes until I carry her across that threshold 
into her new life. Into our new life together. 


I point out our house on the horizon, which she doesn’t 
hear. That part where I say our house, but it doesn’t matter. 
She’ll know soon enough. Knowing it’s real, that she feels 
the exact same about me, it makes me relax in one sense 
and tighten the wire on the other. 


Pl still have to face Dan, her dad. And TI still have to win 
the approval of the cartel. Newcomers, especially unknown 
Americans, no matter who they are, aren’t automatically 
welcome. But like all the business side of things, it’s on 
hold, for the next day at least. 


I have a bigger responsibility to my girl, to see her into 
womanhood and claim her as my own. To give it to her as 
she should have it. In style, comfort and absolute luxury, 
only the best for my Queen. 


The helicopter sweeps the beach, making sure it’s clear to 
land, and after a few minutes of the sand settling, we’re 
both hand in hand up the little path from the private beach 
to the single gate that opens onto the back of my house. 


Once we’re inside the walls of my property, I relax. I lift 
Jade up, telling her I’ll come back for her bags, and carry 
her across the manicured lawns, up the sandstone steps 
and past the pool to the main outdoor area. It opens into 
the kitchen of the house and after I jangle my keys with one 
hand to find the right one, we’re in. 


Home. And it feels like it with Jade in my arms. 


I kiss her hard on the mouth, letting my tongue linger, 
“Welcome home honey... Welcome home.” 


It still doesn’t register, or if it does, she isn’t letting on, but I 
do intend to keep her as my woman from now on. No more 
going back to the States, and her work, well. We’ll find a 
way around that, I’m sure. I want her here with me, always 


and me right by her side, giving her and our family to be 
everything they need as well. 


The house seems fuller straight away with both of us in it. I 
never really liked living alone, without ever knowing why 
until just now. The look on Jade’s face tells me she’s happy 
already. 


n 


“It’s so big... So... 


“Empty.” I finish for her. It’s true, it’s a beautiful house, but 
it needs filling up. Lots of little pairs of feet, I’m thinking, 
lord knows there’s room enough for that. 


Two stories and around fifteen rooms on each, with two 
pools, a guest house and underground parking garage, and 
a private beach. It’s a lot for a single man, but perfect for a 
big family. 


“Ummm... you can put me down if you want, I must weigh a 
ton,” she says, then winces as she remembers the rules. 


“You’re lighter than air, Jade, and I have no intention of 
letting your feet touch the ground just yet. Not until you say 
the words I want to hear from your lips...” 


“Oh, Carlos,” she breathes, “I want you inside me, take me 
and make yours.” 


It’s all I need to hear. And make a dash for my bedroom up 
the stairs, my hardness growing with each step as I feel her 
hands in my hair, on my chest and anywhere within reach 
as she half giggles, half moans all the way to her special 
moment, the moment I make her my own. 


CHAPTER TEN 


I thought I was ready in the car. I knew I was, but when I 
see his house, and how welcome he makes me feel in it. I 
know I’m more than ready for Carlos to claim me, to take 
my virginity. He was right, it feels so much more special in 
his beautiful home, with nothing but us and all the time in 
the world, but try telling that to the ache deep up inside 
me. I feel like I’ll burst, but want to enjoy the ride, the 
waves of excitement that ripple through me with his every 
word, his every touch all over my body. 


He lays me down on his massive bed like a delicate flower. 
The bed is like super king size, but so is Carlos, so it makes 
perfect sense. 


He leans over me, gently stroking the hair away from my 
face, asking me if I want anything. 


n 


“Just you...” is all I can manage, my face so hot, it matches 
the heat pulsing through my entire body, through every 


sweet spot imaginable and a few I never even thought 
possible. 


His tongue swirling with mine draws the first of my many 
moans, which I feel a little bit silly about, and apologize for 
making so much noise. 


Carlos puts his finger to my lips, “You can make all the noise 
you want, sugar. I want to hear you enjoying yourself, 
telling me how you enjoy having me inside you, having me 
touch you...” 


My breathe shudders as his finger traces from my lips, 
down to my nipples, circling them through my t-shirt before 
I beg him to fuck me with his face on my pussy... He raises a 
brow, then narrows his eyes, growling. 


His weight leans into me, pushing more sound out of me, 
but charging me with an energy that feels like an itch only 
his touch can scratch. 


He’s taking it slow, which is nice, but my urgent sounds, 
almost grunts, as he lifts my bucking hips with his huge 
hands, signal my closeness to another climax like the one I 
had in the car, before he’s even really started. 


He smiles greedily, promising me with his eyes that it’ll be 
just as good, if not better. He peels me like a fruit, slow and 
delicate, letting the thin fabrics trace across my skin lightly, 
then following the same lines with his hands, pressing onto 
my flesh before he kisses each new section of me as he 
makes his first full and thorough exploration of my naked 
body with his. 


My need for his cock is unbearable, and I almost cry as I 
beg him to put himself inside me. 


“Fuck me slow after... just do me now, Carlos. I need you 
inside me right now...” 


I half fear he might want to drag out his foreplay, but he 
sees the need, the pleading in my eyes and in an instant his 
hand offers me a taste of relief as it cups my mound, filling 
my hole straight away with two of his huge, thick fingers. It 
makes me gasp, my eyes going as wide as my hole but I 
know I want more, and I know he’s got plenty more where 
that came from. 


He works my lips with his knuckles as his two fingers inside 
me push further up, making me grind down on them 
eagerly, my whole body shaking already as I feel the pre- 
climax of my arousal reach boiling point. 


“Carlooos...” I whine. His face on my neck, biting into my 
pulse sends me into overdrive and I buck on his hand like a 
wild animal. It’s the most intense, freeing feeling ever. 


“Are you ready?” he asks, but I don’t need to answer, the 
wetness between my legs is like an ocean, my tightness 
quivering at the thought of his hot cock deep inside me. 


Clawing at him through his clothes, I can’t believe his 
muscles. I’ve never seen muscles like this up close. His 
whole body is so hard, yet so soft until the next movement, 
then he’s all hard again. His huge cock is permanently hard 
though, and I moan loudly when I feel its hot length 
pressing against the inside of my thigh, which feels about 
the same size. 


I gasp when he runs the smooth tip around my aching hole, 
as I try to scoot down onto it, but he pulls back, making me 
pout. 


“T want it, Carlos, I need it...” 


“Tell me you’re mine, Jade. Just tell me this is real and that 
you’re mine forever.” 


“I’m yours Carlos, I want this like nothing else...” I try to 
say please again, but the pressure of him entering me takes 
my breath away, filling me with something else, something 
better than air with life itself. 


He eases into me, slowly at first, but I see his own eyes 
widen, then shine as he knows he’s a perfect fit. 


“TIl be damned, if you aren’t so tight, but you fit me like a 
glove, Jade...” he stammers, shivering himself with waves of 
delight as I feel the first of many quaking orgasms grip me 
without warning. 


All he has to do is put himself inside me, and it’s like I’m 
done. My back arches and I start to tremble, he holds his 
weight off me with his huge arms, which I grip like tree 
trunks, their thick muscles flexing in time with my own 
contractions as I stiffen, then full on scream his name, 
begging him to fuck me. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


( ARLOS 


She takes every inch of me inside her and it doesn’t hurt 
her. I can tell it’s nothing but pleasure for her, and she 
comes straight away, so I just breathe, holding myself rigid 
inside her, riding the waves of her pleasure as I feel what it 
means to give her what she wants, what she needs finally. 


Her first climax comes from need, the rest are from the 
want and pure pleasure that we both share. I thought I’d 
nut inside her straight up, but it’s like a new edge, a power 
has come to flow between us, like a circuit. 


I move slowly at first, letting her body stretch to the size of 
my girth and length, which she constantly marvels at, 
swearing and cursing with pleasure, which is giving me the 
greatest pleasure of all. 


I suck her chest, exploring her huge tits and tight nipples 
until they become so hard I fear they might break, but they 
only act like buttons, controlling more and more desire 
from her, activating her intense heat into overdrive. 


“T need to see your fine ass,” I growl, and slipping out of her 
for the first time, she clenches down on me, commanding 
me with her eyes to stay put. 


“T wanna do you from behind, baby. I wanna put a baby in 
you, remember?” 


She nods dreamily, letting me out just long enough for her 
to position herself on all fours, the sight of her rounded 
chest heaving and bouncing up front, while she spreads 
herself for me, giving me the best view of her possible, my 
instant favorite. 


I kiss her back and run my hands all over her body, but it’s 
her pressing mound that needs urgent attention, her 
whining reaching near fever pitch again, signaling she 
needs my baby maker inside her. 


If filling her from the front was intense, doing her from 
behind is like a revelation, for us both. The curve of my 
shaft and the thickness of my head gives her a new found 
pleasure like nothing else and she takes to it like a duck to 
water, thrusting herself back onto my rod with such force, 
the sounds our two bodies make slapping together, mixed 
with her wetness is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen or 
heard. I want this forever. 


“I want you forever, Jade.” I puff, heaving into her with 
renewed vigor, as she matches me stroke for stroke, not 
skipping a beat as we work on finding the mutual magic, 
the perfect sensation between our two bodies. 


Within this groove, I watch her come another two times 
before she starts to notice that I haven’t yet. 


“T want you to say it, Jade. Tell me to fill you with my cum... 
tell me you want it!” I groan, feeling the heat rising up 


inside me, willing it to hold off until she tells me how bad 
she needs it. 


“T want your hot cum inside me Carlos, I want you to fill me 
with buckets of it... fuck me Carlos, Come in my hot fuck 
hole!” 


“I'm gonna put a baby in you Jade, I can feel it...” And I can, 
I just know that this is the moment, I can almost see the 
baby inside her as the charge pulses up my shaft. 


“Give it to me, give me your baby Carlos!’ she cries, and the 
hot spasms of my cock send her further back onto my rod 
than ever before, the swollen arc of her insides gripping my 
cock, milking me, squeezing every drop I deliver as I 
shudder and twitch, growl and moan. It’s the most intense 
sensation I’ve ever had. 


Just as I feel the last waves, she dips her own back, 
shuddering into another drawn out and intense final climax, 
the wetness from us both running down the inside of her 
thighs, which I remedy by lifting her up onto me, with my 
dick still inside her, she lays her back along my front and I 
hold her there, feeling my heart pounding, almost lifting 
her off me until it settles and we both learn to breathe 
oxygen again. 


“Did you feel it?” I ask her, knowing she must have. 


“I’m pregnant, I just know it,” she says, “I don’t know how I 
know but I just know...” 


It’s the second most pleasing thing I’ve heard all day, and 
although the sun has set, and we’ve missed everything that 
responsible, grown up adults should do, like eat and drink, 
we’ve done something far more important, more nourishing 
for my soul anyhow. 


“You’re mine now, Jade. Don’t forget that.” 


I feel her clench on me one more time, before I slide out of 
her, the gift I swore to give her, delivered. 


She turns over and we hold each other, naked on top of the 
sheets all night. I feel her falling asleep after a while, and 
despite my best efforts to stay up all night, watching her, 
guarding her, I fall into the deepest sleep I’ve ever had, 
dreaming of her and me, on the beach, our children playing 
in the surf and making sandcastles. 


Waking up and seeing her eyes open a second or two later 
brings it all back. 


This is real. 
I count my blessings, which goes all the way to one. To Jade. 


We don’t speak, just lay there holding each other, the 
breeze from the beach fills the house, cooling it down and 
bringing a change with it. I could lay here all day with her, 
intend to, but feel like something isn’t quite right either. 
I’ve learned to trust my instincts and they have never been 
wrong. 


I move myself from Jade’s arms, covering her with the sheet 
and slip into a pair of boxers. I stretch some and look 
outside then notice the French doors off the kitchen open. 


They were closed when we came in last night. 


I don’t feel fear, just readiness. Whoever dared to come into 
my home with Jade here, uninvited, just signed their own 
death warrant. 


Making two fists, I take a breath in, “Stay here, Jade. No 
matter what happens, okay?” 


She murmurs something, still half asleep. 
Good. This could get ugly. 


Coming out into the kitchen, my hands relax. I feel a 
stabbing pain in my chest. It’s not the hit I was expecting, 
and not the one I prepared for. 


“How could you do this, Carlos?” is all he can say. 


It’s Dan, Jade’s dad. He’s sitting down in a huge tub chair, 
his daughter’s luggage at his feet; his own copy of the spare 
key to my home in his hand. The second of only two ever 
made. 


We stand in silence for what feels like eternity. 
Eventually, I hear Jade from behind me, “Daddy!” 


“Get dressed young lady,” he growls, “We’re leaving.” 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


I don’t want to go out there, but as soon as I hear my dad’s 
voice, I know I have to face him. I have to stand by Carlos 
for what I know will be coming. 


I’m dad’s only child, my mom died bringing me into this 
world, and since that day I’ve been his most treasured 
possession, his companion and friend. I still am, but I need 
daddy to understand that my future, as a woman, is with 
Carlos. 


Easier said than done. 


I’m stunned at his tone of voice. He’s never spoken to me 
like that, not ever. I look to Carlos, but his eyes won’t leave 
my dad’s. 


“You’re early,” Carlos begins, trying to sound light, jovial. 
“We thought you might not be here until-” 


“Cut the crap, Carlos. I think it’s time you told me the whole 
truth. Don’t you? Don’t I deserve at least that much?” 


Carlos doesn’t budge. “Jade’s staying with me now, Dan. I 
was going to discuss it with you, but it seems-” 


“Discuss it!” my dad roars, leaping to his feet, swelling up 
with tension and rage, his own muscles rippling under his 
tight t-shirt. 


“There’s nothing to discuss, Carlos! You’re a fucking 
pervert! This is my daughter and you’re old enough to be 
her father, you should fucking know better... I oughta...” 


“You oughta what?” Carlos says lowly, a growling edge to 
his voice, which suddenly makes me scared for my dad. 


“Carlos...” I plead, rushing over to him, but his hand is up, 
which stops me in my tracks, like he’s in full control of 
everything inside his house, including me, but maybe not 
my dad. 


Dad’s face softens as his eyes meet mine, “C’mon, sweetie. I 
got your bags here, just get dressed. We’ll talk about it on 
the way home. You’re not in trouble,” he reassures me, then 
turns his darkening look back to Carlos. 


“This guy though...He’s in a Jot of trouble.” Dad says, 
looking the meanest I’ve ever seen, not ever thinking he 
could even make such a face. 


I can see Carlos’s back, his legs, everything tensed to the 
max. He looks like a steel spring about to pop. His head’s 
fixed on my dad, who’s still staring him down, neither one of 
them saying anything for what seems like ages, so I decide 
to step in between them, going against both their wishes, 
and only for their own sakes. 


“Look, Daddy, sit down. Carlos, go put some pants on. Then 
I want us all to sit down and talk. Like grown ups. Like 
adults.” The sound of my voice is firm, but sensible, I feel a 
little bit like a school mistress telling off two boys, but 
neither seems to protest too much. 


Carlos raises a brow, “Like I said, Dan. I was gonna talk to 
you about this. Things sorta happened so quickly.” 


“Well. Maybe spare me the details, Carlos, but at least go 
and get some clothes on, the pair of you! I can’t speak to my 
own daughter when she’s like this!” 


His voice is trembling and his hands shake. His bravado 
collapses and I rush over to hug him, catching his tears on 
my cheeks. 


“Oh daddy. It’s not a bad thing really. Carlos and me... we’ll 
talk it over, you'll see...” 


I spy some whisky and tumblers, Carlos shakes his head in 
the negative, so I get him a soda instead while Carlos 
changes, then we switch once he comes back into the room, 
with me going to get dressed properly, taking my luggage. 


Back into our room. 
Carlos and me. 


By the time I return, I can see they’re already talking about 
splitting up the business. Not off to a good start. 


“You want out?” Carlos says, “I’ll buy you out today, transfer 
the funds this afternoon.” 


Dad shakes his head, “No way! You don’t just buy your way 
out of this, fella. I want the truth dammit! I came down 
early to find out what’s happening with the business, what’s 
really happening. What’s been going on under my nose all 


these years. The last thing I expect...” his voice breaks up. 
He’s trying not to cry, but it’s just heartbreaking for him. 


Carlos signals me to comfort him, as he stands and begins 
to pace. He eyes the whisky himself, then gets us both a 
water instead, opening mine and passing it to me before he 
opens his. 


“I knew there was some bribery going on, with the local 
officials... but when I drove to the factory this morning... 
guys with fucking machine guns, Jesus Carlos! What have 
you gotten us into?” 


My own eyes dart to Carlos, I feel a pang of fear again. I 
knew deep down that Carlos was up to his neck in 
something big, but he’s so strong, so powerful, I trusted 
him. I still do. 


He looks at me, almost accusingly. “You want out, too? Want 
to go home with your daddy?” He looks hurt, wounded that 
I could even consider a life without him in it; that he would 
ever put any of us in danger, which clearly, we’re not. 


“Daniel,” Carlos begins, “You’re my brother. My gringo 
brother.” He says affectionately, smiling. 


“Before you, before America, I was raised an orphan. In the 
shittiest dive of an orphanage you can imagine, but it was 
home. 


“One other boy there, two boys, actually. Miguel and 
Genaro. They became my new brothers. My Mexican 
brothers, the family I never had.” 


He pauses to look at both me and my dad, we wait for him 
to go on, but he seems to be waiting to register an effect 
which we can’t feel. 


“We three ran away one night, escaped the orphanage and 
planned to jump on a train headed for anywhere across the 
border. Anywhere to start a new life outside of Mexico. The 
American dream...” 


He clears his throat before continuing, “But what hope 
would three kids have? Turns out, a pretty good chance. We 
made it to the border a few days later, half crazy with 
hunger and fatigue, but we were determined.” 


Carlos sits down again, opposite my dad and I sit next to my 
dad on the couch. 


“Long story short, Daniel. Those two boys made it out of 
Mexico because at the last minute, when the border guards 
showed up and started shooting, I told them to go, to go so I 
could pretend it was only me. I got caught, was returned to 
the orphanage. You know my story after that.” He says 
dryly, looking away from my dad. 


“And Miguel and Genaro? What happened to them?” I ask, 
genuinely interested. 


Carlos breathes in sharply through his nose before exhaling 
a long and shallow breath out. 


“They grew up, returning to become two of the most 
notorious cartel leaders in Mexico, dos hermanos. Two 
brothers. Rivals in the end. They had a falling out, over a 
woman, would you believe? 


“But, because of what I did that night, all those years ago, 
Daniel, what I stood up for with my Mexican brothers, they 
helped me... helped us, to stay protected while our own 
business grew.” 


“And the drugs? The guns?” my dad asks bitterly. 


Carlos sighs, “These are permanent fixtures Dan, always 
have been. Always will be, between the US and the Mexican 
cartels. You. Me, or even the two brothers can’t change 
that.” 


My dad frowns and looks at me apologetically. 


“You, the business, Jade. Nothing can ever hurt that. It’s set 
in stone. My promise, my oath to you both. The brothers are 
at war, but not with me and I take neither side.” 


“So you’re essentially Cartel lite,’ my dad asks sarcastically. 


“Exactly!” Carlos beams, “I like that phrase much better. I 
take no sides and I never take up arms against anyone, not 
unless they bite first, which they never have.” 


Carlos holds his arms out and I cross to sit on his lap, my 
dad wincing a little as I do. 


“T love Carlos, Daddy. We didn’t want to hurt your feelings, 
but it all happened really fast. We thought you were coming 
next week?” 


“I wished I’d stayed at home,” my dad groans, putting his 
head in his hands. 


Carlos disagreed, “I’m glad you did come, Daniel, my 
brother. It’s time for me to start a family of my own, but I 
need your blessing, not your scorn on this one. Take some 
time, take a break down here, but please, don’t deny me the 
one thing I love.” 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


( ARLOS 


Jade whispers in my ear that she’s gonna take a shower, 
freshen up. The thought of her alone in the shower makes 
me want to go with her, my need to fill her up again is 
overpowering, but I need to set things right with her dad. I 
nod and she excusing herself to go get freshened up. 


Dan asks me a barrage of questions, mostly relating to the 
legal side of things, which don’t affect him. If the shit hit the 
fan, I assure him, just like when the brothers wanted out of 
Mexico, I would take the necessary steps to protect Daniel, 
but especially Jade. 


“Truth is,” I announce, “I’m kinda wanting to settle down, 
have kids. I don’t want to be looking over my shoulder, 
waiting for the next young upstart to try and take out the 
big cartels. It’s what I really want to talk to you about, 
about maybe dissolving the company, letting the brothers 
take over the management?” 


“T thought you said they were at war?” Dan asks, looking 
confused. 


“They are, but when it comes to distribution, through an 
iron clad network, all the cartels work to a common goal,” I 
say, finding myself smiling again as Dan figures out the 
magic glue that holds the cartels together, while driving 
them apart at the same time. 


“Money” We both say together, and we both stand, him 
taking my forearm in his, shaking it before giving me the 
bear hug I sorely need from my oldest gringo friend. 


“You look after my little girl, Carlos. I mean it.” he warns 
me. 


“T will,” I promise, and we shake on it. As brothers and 
strange as it seems, as future father in law and son in law. 


“You'll have to pay for the wedding though,” I get in quick, 
before he can back out, “and the reception... it comes out of 
your money.” I joke. 


“Have you even proposed?” he asks. 


“No. And It’s gonna be a surprise, so don’t screw it up by 
making any more surprise fucking announcements or visits, 
okay?” I order him, and he zips his lips and tosses the key. 


We embrace again and I thank him, close to his ear, “rU 
need you to give her away at the ceremony, dad. But I also 
need you to be my best man, alright?” 


“I can’t even believe I’m agreeing to this... but, you got it... 
son” he gushes and I find myself choking back tears for the 
second time in two days. The first when I realized how 
much I loved Jade, staring at her as she marveled at the 
sights of the ancient ruins. 


“You hungry?” I ask, breaking the moment and stopping 
myself from weeping with joy, my belly also telling me it’s 
feeding time. 


“I could eat a horse,” Dan says, clapping my back as we 
head into the kitchen. 


“Beef might have to do though,” I quip, pulling out a tray of 
steaks and reaching for the seasoning. 


Within minutes the steaks are sizzling, the tortillas are 
warning and Dan has made his famous guacamole. 


“Where’s your hot sauce,” he asks absently, scanning the 
huge walk in pantry. I can’t help it, and I burst out laughing. 


“Believe it or not, my man. I never keep it in the house” I 
say, and we both laugh aloud until Jade comes in again, 
fresher than ever and looking so fine I can’t help but run 
my hands over her hips as I hold her gently, kissing her on 
the lips. The urge to take her again is incredible, but in 
polite company, and especially after just dodging the dad 
bullet, I figure I might be able to control myself until maybe 
at least lunch time. 


“I’m so hard for you,” I whisper in her ear, and I jump as 
she squeezes me hard under the counter. Dan’s getting 
some coffee going, but we both decide to lay off the X rated 
floor show until he’s out of the room at least. 


“Are you staying here?” Jade asks, which instantly puts a 
huge wet blanket on my excitement, dampening my hard on 
at the thought too. 


“You know what?” Dan says, “I’m gonna take your advice, 
Carlos. I’m gonna have a break down here.” 


Jade and I feel the cringe of a third wheel scenario, but 
soon realize Dan’s just pulling our leg. Trying to make us 
sweat, which he did. 


“TIl get a hotel, sweetie. You and Carlos have a lot of.. 
catching up to do and I don’t want to be in the way,” he 


says, winking at me. 


Then I remember what I said about not wanting him to ruin 
the proposal, and feel the thrill of catching dad bullet 
number two between my teeth. 


I’m sure he doesn’t think we'll be at it like rabbits before 
the wedding? Surely not? 


One look at Dan, and I can tell he’s pushed that side of 
things to the back of his mind not wanting to think about it. 
He’s looking at Jade with pride now, probably thinking how 
much she looks just like her mom did at that age. How 
beautiful she is, and what a great mom she'll make 
someday. 


Soon, I hope. The sooner the better. And the more time I 
have to fill her full of my seeds, the better. 


Both Jade and I eat like there’s no tomorrow, having 
skipped food entirely the day before. Steak is the best 
option for me, and I’m proud to say the same for Jade, she 
loves her meat and the tortillas are real. Whole corn and 
lighter than air when this fresh. 


I catch a few side glances from Dan for the next hour over 
breakfast, I expect that. But once he sees for himself how 
much I love and care for Jade, how she’s my whole world 
now, I think he begins to understand and accept things 
better. I don’t want him just saying it though, I need him to 
be cool with it, so we can all be cool. 


A big happy family, once I have my way. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


I frightened Carlos by insisting that daddy stay with us, but 
I also know my dad better than anyone. Once he could see 
that I was not only safe, but utterly in love and totally 
adored by Carlos, he wouldn’t dream of cramping my style, 
or my happiness. We meet for a late lunch, at the same 
hotel dad checked into, so he could tells us of his plans to go 
over some real estate he was interested in. 


Carlos offers a ride through his contacts, but dad politely 
declines, saying he really does want to go it alone for a few 
days. To collect himself and to mull over the idea of 
dissolving the hot sauce business for good. 


“I can give you a number right now, I’d just have to put it to 
the brothers, but I just know they'll bite.” Carlos says, 
matter of fact, whispering something in Dad’s ear over 
dessert. 


Dad’s eyes grow wide and he shakes his head from side to 
side. 


“Really? That much! Then what am I gonna think about 
when I’m away?” he asks, feigning disappointment. 


“Maybe think about how you'll spend all that money,” Carlos 
says, digging some fingers into dad’s ribs and they both 
laugh like schoolboys until I can regain my man’s attention. 
Easily done by simply sticking my chest out a little. 


It gets my man’s attention instantly, but I also hear the 
snickering of some younger guys from the bar, on the other 
side of the restaurant. I pretend not to hear them, but it’s 
kind of hard not to. 


I watch, my heart starting to pound for all the wrong 
reasons as I notice Carlos’ jaw clench and finally jump as his 
fist comes down on the table when he hears what I’m 
hearing. 


“Looks like the old fart’s bought themselves a spit roast 
whore for their holiday... Porky over there probably works 
for food, hahaha... ‘Will fuck old rich dudes for food...’ 
Bahahaha!” 


They’re obviously drunk and just being obnoxious, but the 
whole restaurant goes quiet when Carlos gets up and tosses 
his napkin onto the table, he saunters over, with one of the 
guys urging his buddies to shut up... but it’s too late. 


I’ve heard shit like that before, from college jocks when 
they get drunk. It's part of the reason I took the internship 
and mostly why I chose archeology to study. Less people like 
that who want to judge a girl for what she looks like, but 
these guys are way out of order and I only hope for their 
sakes Carlos isn’t going to do more than just scare them a 
little. 


But the closer he gets to them, it’s me and then dad who 
become frightened for them. 


The biggest of the four stands up to when he sees Carlos 
coming, gulping some as he realizes that Carlos is not only 
six inches taller, but a whole lot meaner than he looked 
from behind. 


“Hey! We don’t want any trouble mister... we’re just leavin’ 
right fellas?” The others don’t say a word, happy to let big 
mouth take the whole dose of what’s coming for them all. 


I can hear Carlos knuckles crack from across the room, and 
most of the Mexican diners rush out, crossing themselves 
and murmuring stuff in Spanish which I loosely translate as 
let’s get the fuck out of here. A waiter grabs the phone, 
probably calling for the cops I’m sure, but a wave of Carlos’ 
hand sees him hang up and breathing easy. 


Carlos isn’t going to start something. Not the way 
everybody expects. 


“You like making fun of people, huh?” Carlos growls at all of 
them, “Make you feel better?” 


They all look at their feet, one of them eyeing the door. 


“’bout that spit roast,” he continues. Then he leans in, real 
close to the four, whispering something nobody else can 
hear. The one eyeing the door bolts for it but Carlos’ hand is 
in a fist on the back of his shirt in a split second, dragging 
him back without even losing his place in what he’s telling 
them. 


He says something to each of them, letting go of door jerk, 
who’s frozen to the spot, then casually walks back over to 
the table. The whole restaurant erupts into laughter as they 
notice two of the boys have pissed their pants. The whole 
restaurant, including the waiters but except dad and I, 
pointing and laughing at them for a change. 


Carlos rubs my back before he takes his seat again, then he 
looks over at the boys, waiting. 


One by one they come over to the table and apologize to me 
politely before stepping out of the restaurant without 
another word or looking at anyone. They don’t even seem to 
notice the ribbing they’re getting from the remaining 
diners. 


My dad has to pick his jaw up from the table, but like 
myself, he’s dying to know what Carlos said to them. 


“T just told them who I was and what would happen to them 
if I called the two brothers up and told them what I’d just 
heard them say about my woman... in their hotel. 
Something involving a spit roast barbecue, with them as the 
meat” 


“Cartel lite...” my dad says, stifling a laugh, “Cartel lite 
indeed!” 


“And that’s after what happened when I was through with 
them.” he adds, digging his thumb into his own chest, 
deadly serious. 


Carlos takes my hand in his and squeezes it, “You okay 
baby? I won’t have that kind of talk, not anywhere near my 
woman. Not ever, not from anyone.” 


I know he means well, and the guys were talking shit, just 
drunk. But it still hurts and I start to sob quietly. 


“Why?” I croak, “Because you know it’s true anyway, 
because you know I’m just a big fat pig!” 


“Honey!” my dad exclaims, and it’s his arms I feel around 
me as he gets up out of his chair, Carlos just growling and 
shaking his head. I feel stupid for even saying it, but those 
guys remind me of every guy I thought I was interested in 


at college who turned out to be an asshole once they 
opened their mouth or put some beer in it. 


“Its alright Jade, they’re gone now. Do you want to come 
outside? Get some air?” my dad asks. I can tell he’s 
embarrassed for Carlos, but Carlos’ eyes are still dark on 
mine, for another reason. 


A waiter rushes over, profusely apologizing, Carlos 
dismisses him with the back of his hand. 


“T told you, Jade. I won’t have you talking like that either. 
It’s not how I see you, it’s not how any of us see you. I see 
the most beautiful young woman in the world. Now please, 
don’t be saying things like that, it takes you down to their 
level.” 


I sniff drying my eyes again and nod in agreement. Carlos is 
right, as always. It’s just something that caught me off 
guard. 


“And what would have happened to those guys if I wasn’t 
here?” I ask. 


Carlos doesn’t have to say a word, but I know they wouldn’t 
have walked out of the restaurant. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


( ARLOS 


The scene in the restaurant, the whole business with her 
dad showing up unannounced. It makes me want, more 
than ever, to take Jade away from all this. To make our own 
world together, one where nothing gets in and nothing 
certainly gets out. The only thing that could get in, the only 
thing I’d let in, would be more kids. Lots of kids. 


Dan’s not overly shaken by what’s happened, but more 
concerned with my reaction. He reminds Jade, trying 
tactfully to change the topic, that her internship starts in a 
week at the college; and that maybe they could spend a day 
or two together before she starts. 


But I’m not having any of that either. Spending time with 
her dad, sure thing. I’m all for that. But after what just 
happened, the idea of Jade, my Jade, going to a college full 
of frat jocks and beer swilling bullies? No fucking way. 
Jade’s staying with me. She’s my woman now. We decided 
all that last night. 


I’m about to open my mouth and put it to rest, when blow 
me down, Jade pipes in saying she thinks it’s a great idea. 


Fuck me. 


“Sounds like a plan, daddy. Maybe I could go with you to 
check out your real estate?” She glances over to me, not 
asking for approval or anything, just a ‘letting you know’ 
look. 


I scowl, the deep rumble of my dissatisfaction probably 
reaching the next table. 


“Then when we get back, I can get ready to start at the 
college.” 


I feel a sudden hollow emptiness in my chest, like my 
heart’s been removed and replaced with a brown paper 
bag. 


“Tt’ll just be a few days, Carlos,” she chimes, squeezing the 
top of my hand and I can feel her foot stroking my heel 
under the table, but her face is falling. She knows I’m not 
happy with any of it. 


Dan’s turn to speak, but I hold my hand up. “ You’re staying 
with me, Jade. We spoke about this last night, remember?” I 
growl again, trying not to sound mad, but my feelings 
spilling over, getting the better of me. 


The thought of her going anywhere but home with me? Nuh 
uh. Not fucking happening. 


“Carlos, look...” Dan starts, but I’m on my feet already. 


“Jade, it’s time to go home now, I think. We can talk about 
your spending time with your dad later. But I’m not having 
you going off to some college, not where I can’t be keeping 
my eye on you...” 


Jade stays put, crossing her arms over that beautiful chest, 
her face turning red with shame and embarrassment. She 
looks to her dad, who puts his hand over hers. 


“I think, Carlos. Given the situation, that Jade came here 
with the arranged plan of starting her internship, which she 
Should go ahead with. Your... relationship is none of my 
business, Jade’s an adult now; but we have a lot invested in 
her college work. She’s been working towards this for 
years, Carlos.” His look is calm, but his words and mood are 
intense. 


I get what he’s saying, but what happened last night, that 
magic that happened with Jade and me. That changes 
everything. 


I hold my ground, and although I’m not exactly asking for 
Jade’s input, I’m expecting her to join me because she’s my 
woman now. Because I claimed her and I’m her man. We’re 
partners now. It’s no time to separate. We have a family to 
plan. 


“Jade,” I say quietly, holding out my hand. “Time to go home 
now. You and me, remember? I thought after last night... I 
thought it was obvious.” 


I can see her eyes misting up, but she’s angry too. She’s 
more angry than upset. Without getting up, without even 
looking at me, she lets me have it, both barrels. 


“I’ve worked for three years, worked my ass off Carlos, to 
get this internship. And you... you think that just because 
we...” She manages to finally look me in the eyes. 


“You think I’m gonna throw all that away? Just so you can 
flex your muscles and tell me how my life’s gonna be from 
now on? That I should just be on my back for you and throw 
away my career?” 


She gets up and so does her dad, he’s ready to jump in if 
need be, his eyes are pleading with me to just let her have 
her say. 


“I want to be with you Carlos, I do. I love you! But I can’t... I 
won’t have you or anyone, telling me I can’t live my dream 
and become an archeologist! It means more to me than my 
own life.” 


She storms off, away from the table. I instinctively go to 
fetch her, but Dan’s strong arm is on mine. I’m stronger, but 
he has the protective might of being her father. My own 
protective urge is in overdrive, but I don’t want to risk 
upsetting Jade any more than she already is. 


“Easy big fella,” Dan whispers hoarsely. “I got this, alright? 
Just give us a little father and daughter time, eh? Please?” 


I crunch my fist so hard it feels like it'll break. Dan quickly 
goes after Jade, out into the lobby. I can see him catching 
up with her, putting his arm around her and walking her 
towards the elevators, consoling her. 


The tiny waiter comes simpering back after a while. I’d sit 
down again, waiting for my mood to pass, waiting for the 
hurt to stop inside me, but it doesn’t. It’s stuck like tar to 
my insides. 


I toss a crumpled wad of cash onto the silver tray with the 
bill and I’m left alone again. Part of me wants to order 
tequila, to wipe it all away; but I wouldn’t do that to Jade. I 
need her now more than ever. 


Why did I just say all that? 


Why did I have to sound like such a fucking ape? It’s the 
twenty first century, Carlos. Not the dark ages... 


And then it hits me. I smile in satisfaction and get up again. 


I’m Carlos Flores, Cartel lite. 


I can have my cake and fucking eat it. All I have to do is 
snap my fingers. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


My hands are shaking, my mouth’s dry and my knees are 
trembling, all for the wrong reasons. 


What have I done? 


How could I be so mean to Carlos, and in front of 
everybody too? 


My heart’s torn in two, because I agree with everything 
Carlos said, but I also feel strongly about everything I said 
as well. I want Carlos, I want the family life with him, but 
my career is important too. I can’t just undo years worth of 
work and let down the whole department at the college. 


There’s also the tiny matter of my exchange intern, the one 
sent from Mexico to the San Diego University. I can’t just let 
down that whole arrangement either. 


I’m so glad dad came back when he did, but my god, if he’d 
just stayed away for another week, maybe none of this 


would’ve happened. I would’ve had more time to work 
things out with Carlos myself, we could’ve planned it better. 


I didn’t exactly help things though, blurting out I wanted to 
go trotting off with dad for days on end, the very day after 
the incredible night Carlos and I had. 


It just plain sucks, and I’m so emotional, I don’t know which 
way to turn. Normally I’d just get in my car and drive, but I 
don’t have a car here and I really have no idea about how to 
do Mexico on my own. I was counting on dad and his friend 
Carlos looking after me until I got to the college next week. 


Feeling dad's arms around me after coming after me, I 
think for a second that it’s Carlos, but dad feels so different. 
He’s very supportive, totally more understanding than I 
thought he ever would be, but he’s not the man’s arms I 
need around me right now. 


I need Carlos. 


I tell dad I’m sorry, that I should just go back, Carlos and I 
will work it out, but he wants to talk it over, recommending 
we leave Carlos alone to calm down. Just for a little bit. 


“Come up to the suite honey, we can have a talk if you want. 
I think Carlos and you need some alone time, just for a few 
hours, okay? It won’t hurt either of you to simmer down and 
see things clearer once you’re not both so wound up.” 


I know he’s right, but the need to go to Carlos is really 
strong. I feel it tugging at my belly. Tugging at that magic 
place he hit inside me last night. The place I know in my 
heart of hearts I want him to be every night for the rest of 
my life. 


Dad takes my face in his hands, he tells me how much like 
my mom I am the older I get, the more like her I become 
every day. 


“I’m proud of you honey, for standing up for your principles, 
your mom would be so proud of you too. I know she would 
be. But I also know that you’re crazy about Carlos, and I’ve 
never seen him so determined, not since I’ve known him.” 
He kisses me on the forehead gently, backing himself into 
the elevator, holding the door open for me. 


“Just come upstairs and we'll sort all this out in a few hours, 
okay?” 


I wonder what mom would do. What would anyone do? 
Would Carlos even take me back after how I just humiliated 
him in front of everyone, especially after he gave those 
creeps what they deserved back in there? 


I turn to look for Carlos, back in the dining area, which is 
nearly empty. He’s nowhere in sight. 


“TIl be right up, daddy, I promise,” I tell my dad, and lifting 
his fingers away from the doors, I watch them close before 
heading over to the reception desk, hoping the concierge 
speaks English. 


“Excuse me? The big guy, from in the restaurant, I was with 
him... do you know-” 


“He told me, miss. To call him, if you leave the hotel. Senor 
Flores will be notified of your every movement... for your 
own protection of course.” The concierge tells me. His 
English is perfect and I feel bad for assuming otherwise. 


Never judge a book by its cover Jade... You don’t like it 
either, remember? 


I feel a flush of that same feeling I got, when Carlos went 
into the Ladies room, to guard me while I went. And again 
at the ruins, when he waited outside for me to change. It 
was sweet. Still is, but having me watched, followed? 


I need some time to think. 


Daddy will just wind me around to his way of thinking, 
which although I know is supportive, I still need to make 
decisions for myself. The biggest ones in my life, especially. 


I smile at the guy behind the counter, thanking him for 
letting me know and make sure to tell him IIl be staying in 
my dad’s room for the next few hours, and can he please 
call me there if Carlos comes back. The concierge is very 
polite and promises to do just that. 


He gets back to his computer screen and watches me out of 
the corner of his eye as I go back to the elevator. As the 
door opens, I get in and turning to face the concierge, he 
gives me a flat smile. His duty done, before he’s interrupted 
by the phone ringing. 


The doors swish to close, and I manage to slip out between 
them before they do, and straight past the concierge, who 
has his back turned, checking the mail behind him as he 
chats to whoever’s on the phone. 


In less than three seconds, I’m out of the hotel. I’m on the 
street and it’s hot. I have no idea where I am, not a whole 
lot of money and a headache from all the confusion running 
around inside it. 


I look back for a second, then pick a direction. I tell myself 
to stay confident, focused. I can do this. 


The next street over has a sign which even I can 
understand, a bus stop. 


My mind’s made up. I know exactly where I’m headed. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


( ARLOS 


“What the fuck do you mean gone?” 


That rotten, empty feeling I had back at the hotel? It just 
got worse. A lot worse. 


Dan’s on the phone, in a panic. The concierge at the hotel 
swears Jade spoke to him and a second later got in the 
elevator to go up to his room. 


So where is she? 


They’ve searched the hotel, but I want more. I tell Dan not 
to move, not to even leave his seat, which takes some 
convincing, but he finally agrees. 


“You’re in my world now, Dan. Let me handle this my way. If 
anyone can get Jade back, it’s me, okay?” 


He agrees, but tells me to call him within the hour, or he’s 
going out to find her himself. He wants to get started on me 
about what’s happened, the whole Jade and me thing, but I 
can tell his heart’s not in it. 


“Just find her, C. Do it, please?” his voice trembles with 
emotion and slamming the phone down, I lift it up again, 
punching the direct number of the man I know can get 
more wheels turning than anyone else in Mexico. 


I kick myself for coming home after the scene at the 
restaurant, but figured Jade was having her father 
daughter time, plus the concierge, the staff at the hotel, 
they’re the best. Reliable. It’s a cartel building for fuck’s 
sake. If orders are given, they’re carried out. 


So what the fuck happened? 
I wish I knew. 


I find myself nervous for the first time, speaking to the man 
who can help me find Jade, and quick. 


Genaro Cortez. 


“Why d’you need the girl, Carlos?” Genaro asks, then fires a 
half dozen reasons, none of them good; why a cartel man 
would suddenly need an American girl found so quickly. But 
it’s none of those things. 


I figure Genaro will understand more than anyone, so I 
decide to just tell him the truth. 


“Because I love her, and I want to marry her. We had a fight 
and now I don’t know where she is...” 


Hearing myself say it out loud, as true as it is, to the biggest 
Cartel head in Mexico, I feel suddenly foolish, resolving 
there and then to get out of the hot sauce business. To get 
out of the life I’ve led for good. 


Genaro is silent for a moment, then hums a few bars of a 
Mexican love song. I’m waiting for him to burst out 
laughing, ask me if I’m drunk, high or both. But he does 
neither. 


He exhales loudly through his nose. 

“What’s her name?” He asks hoarsely. 

“Jade Silverman, she came in on a flight yesterd-” 
“You only knew her since yesterday?” he asks. 
“Tt’s a long story...” 


“Give me two hours.” He says, hanging up before I can say 
another word. 


I know it’s done, and I call the hotel, telling Dan to sit tight 
for at least two more hours; that all of Cancun that counts is 
now looking for Jade and we'll get her back safe. 


“You’d better.” Is all Dan can manage, and I feel his 
sentiment. 


If anything happens to her... 


I don’t have to wait two hours, thank god. Within ten 
minutes, Genaro calls me back. 


“She got on a bus headed through Pisté,” he says 
knowingly. 


It’s all I need to hear, the relief in my chest means I can 
breathe again. 


“T think I know where she’s going,” I say to Genaro. 


“Carlos. This girl, you don’t want to lose her again, eh? 
When you go to her, you ask her to marry you. Comprendes. 
Never let her go. Do that for me, will you?” 


“I will Genaro, I most certainly will...” 


In his usual style, he hangs up on me. No big deal for 
Genaro, he never wants to talk openly about feelings. But 


for me, being in trouble with the woman I love? He would 
burn half of Mexico to find her for me, I know that much. 


I dial Dan back before calling for a ride. I tell him I know 
where she is, but that he still owes me nearly two hours. 


“T just need to go to her Dan, to make things right. Stay put 
and I swear I'll have her back in those two hours. 
Remember how you said you’d help me with the proposal? 
Well, staying put for a couple is a huge help my friend.” 


“I know you will, and I will Carlos,” he says, sounding as 
relieved as I am, “And Carlos? Thank you.” 


I grunt and hang up, the lump in my throat lately whenever 
I think about Jade when she isn’t right next to me is 
something I’ll need to work on. 


Can she have a career and be my wife? Sure she can. I was 
just acting like a possessive prick, worried the world would 
get to see more of my Jade than I ever would, but knowing 
how she feels, the same as me, things will work out fine. I 
just know they will. 


I don’t ever remember making so many phone calls in one 
day, let alone one after the other, but I need a ride again, 
and a fast one. 


General Alvarez is more than accommodating, offering his 
personal chopper at my service for the next two hours. 
E.T.A? Ten minutes. 


It’s the longest ten minutes of my life, but gives me time to 
choose something special from the safe. Gives me time to 
rehearse my apology to Jade, and to try and remember the 
damned name of that professor from the college. 


To my surprise, when I get to the beach after hearing the 
chopper, its General Alvarez himself, and climbing aboard, 


he shrugs, telling me he needed some excitement once I 
have my headset on. 


“I get so bored sitting behind that desk all day. Where to?” 
he asks. 


“Chichén Itza ruins” I say confidently. I know it’s the only 
place she'd go alone and feel safe. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


I know Ill have to go back to Carlos, I’m already rehearsing 
my apology. I acted like a spoiled child, wanting to put my 
own needs above his, above the family we’ve already 
started. I know I fell pregnant last night, I can just feel it. 


Some people might say yeah sure, just a starry eyed noob 
ex-virgin talking crap, but I can feel it. I just know. 


I still want my career, I’ve always known I was going to be 
an archeologist. I also know that talking things through, 
listening and being flexible are also great traits to have. I 
let myself blow my stack instead of talking things through 
with Carlos. He’s so passionate, I guess some of it, maybe 
the huge length he filled me with, made some of it rub off 
on me. 


Sitting on the bus, going to the only other familiar place I 
know in all of Mexico, apart from Carlos house. I absently 
rub my belly, thinking of him, of the magic we both felt, and 


the magic I still do feel. For him, and the magic growing 
inside of me. 


“Dos hermanos...” The old lady across the aisle says, and 
smiles at me, her toothless grin and line mapped face full of 
nothing but friendliness; she’s been watching me intently as 
I rub my belly. 


n 


“Dos hermanos...” she insists, motioning to my belly with 
her eyes, her eyes shine with delight and she clasps her 
hands together in prayer for me. 


I can only turn red, shaking my head politely and 
shrugging, I actually think she’s praying for me to lose 
some weight. She looks so kind, so sincere though, I can’t 
hold it against her. Not like those clowns in the restaurant. 
The old woman is like a kind grandmother in comparison. 


The younger woman behind me leans over, whispering into 
my ear. 


“Dos hermanos means two brothers in English.” The woman 
says, “She’s a fortune teller in these parts, a witch some 
say... She’s telling you you’re going to have two little boys... 
dos hermanos. Twins.” 


I turn to thank the woman, and smiling back at the old lady 
across from me, I feel a wave of calm come over me, as if 
everything is going to turn out just fine, despite the 
argument with Carlos, despite daddy seeing us together. I 
just know it will all work out in the end. 


I get up to leave when the bus stops near the ruins. It’s a 
lengthy walk, but I figure it'll do me good to clear my head. 
After the ruins, where will I go? 


Right now, I’m not even thinking past the next few minutes. 
I know the answer will come, I just know it. 


The old lady grabs my hand before I pass her to get off the 
bus, she slips a medallion into my hand and says something 
I can’t understand, but I feel a glow, like a light inside my 
belly and in my heart. 


The large pyramid looms up in the distance, and I marvel at 
how different the whole site looks when it’s filled with 
tourists. Thinking back to the day before, I still can’t figure 
out how Carlos managed to have the whole place emptied 
for a few hours, most of the day, just so we could have it all 
to ourselves. 


I like it with people in it too though, and I buy a bottled 
water and a hat to keep off the sun, making my way to the 
great pyramid again, trying to think about the ancient 
monuments from my archeological perspectives, but only 
seeing Carlos in every second face that walks by. 


The climb to the top is exhausting. I realize how strong 
Carlos is, carrying me most of the way up without even 
getting out of breath or breaking into a sweat. Me? I’m 
drenched and my legs are wobbly by the time I reach the 
summit, sharing the small victory with some thumbs up 
from the locals who wait at the top, selling water and 
souvenirs. I grab another water and tipping the other 
vendors for their trouble, I find a spot to sit in the shade, 
trying not to think about Carlos; about everything that 
happened, but I find the exact opposite. 


I even imagine hearing a helicopter again, as I remember 
the trip back to his house. How he looked in those 
headphones in the helicopter and how he carried me all the 
way up to the house. 


Our house, home he’d called it. How could I not realize 
what he was driving at? 


I dry my eyes and run the cool water bottle down my face 
and neck. A few tourists are pointing and exclaiming at 
something in the sky. 


It is a helicopter after all, and I can see some jeeps and 
more soldiers, just like the day before starting to gather at 
the base of the pyramid. 


I figure it must be near closing time, maybe this is the 
friendly way of letting everyone know it’s time to start 
hiking to leave? 


I don’t know, but I need at least another twenty minutes 
before I can even think about going down all those stone 
steps again. 


Ancient ruins about to close or not; my feet are killing me. 


The helicopter noise subsides and the breeze picks up, a 
cool, sleepy feeling comes over me and I lay myself back 
onto the cool stonework, feeling safe. At ease and 
comfortable in my own body and the world for once. 


I feel myself starting to doze off after a time, the sun 
coming around and casting a strong, warming beam onto 
the spot I’m laying down on. 


Through my closed lids, I see a shadow pass over, making 
the orange red of the backs of my eyes go darker, I figure 
it’s the clouds bringing in that cooler weather. 


“Mind if I join you?” I hear a familiar gravelly voice ask. It’s 
Carlos, he’s standing in the light. 


I want to open my eyes, but I also want the feeling that 
shoots through me to last. I play it cool. 


“Maybe, but my boyfriend might not like it. He’s real 
protective,” I say casually. 


“Your boyfriend’s an ass,” Carlos says. “He should listen to 
his woman more, maybe even trust her own judgement 
from time to time. What’s his name?” he asks, playing 
along, which makes it all so much easier, I know instantly 
that everything is fixed between us. 


“Carlos.” I say his name dreamily. “He’s so fucking hot, kind 
and caring. I got mad at him, but I was only saying what I 
said because I got scared for a minute. Because I thought I 
wouldn't be able to keep any part of my old life once we got 
together.” 


“And now you know that’s not true, right?” he asks, I feel 
him stepping closer. I can’t wait a second longer, I open my 
eyes and hold my arms out as he scoops me up, his strong 
arms lifting me back into place, right where I belong, with 
him. 


“Pm sorry,” I whisper, trying to say it as many times as I 
can, but his wet mouth on mine is more than enough in 
reply. He fills my mouth with his tongue, his iron grip on me 
telling my body he’ll never let go, never again and that from 
now on, we’re a team, no matter what. 


“T love you Jade, more than anything.” He says passionately, 
his eyes blazing in the afternoon sun into mine. 


“If you want to be an archeologist, an acrobat or even an 
astronaut, I’ll be right beside you... .” 


“I love you too Carlos, I’m sorry for being so silly. I just 
thought your protectiveness was going to stop me from 
living the life I want, the life I know we both want.” 


“Then marry me, Jade, let me show you how much I love 
you every day, for the rest of our lives. Let me give you the 
family, the security, everything you’ve always wanted... say 


yes. Say you'll be my wife as well as my best friend 
forever...” 


He kisses me again and as I open my mouth, something 
presses into my palm. I pull my head back, looking down at 
my palm, confused, until I see the light exploding off it. 


“Its a diamond from one of the ruins not far from here, 
actually. It was a gift from someone I helped once. It has 
great archeological as well as cultural value,” he says, 
putting on his best professor’s voice for me. “I think we can 
have it set into a ring for you, if you’ll say yes, that is?” 


I’m speechless, but I don’t think the word yes has ever left 
my mouth with more enthusiasm once I manage to swallow 
and take a breath to say it. 


“Yes! Oh, Carlos Yes!” 


“And don’t worry about your internship. I spoke to Dr... 
Ugh! What’s his name? The Dean from the college?” 


“Dr. Sanchez?” I offer, wondering how he even knows the 
man. 


“Tt’s all arranged, you can start whenever you want, and do 
as much from home as you want too. I kinda hinted that you 
might be getting married, and that there might be a baby 
or two on the way...” 


I kiss him again, the feeling inside is the best I’ve ever 
known, and I can’t wait to feel it every single day with the 
only man in the world I ever want to hold me and look at 
me, the father of my children and my best friend, always. 


EPILOGUE 


TWO YEARS LATER 


( ARLOS 


Turns out the old lady Jade saw on the bus that day was 
right, and so was Jade. Not nine months to the day, we had 
our own little dos hermanos, two brothers. Twin baby boys. 
I wanted to honor my Mexican brothers, the Cartel by 
naming them Genaro and Miguel, but they wouldn’t hear of 
it. They said that was too corny, too old fashioned. 


Jade felt very differently, and almost insisted on it, without 
starting another fight, I readily agreed. Once the brothers 
found out our sons really were named after them, they were 
very proud, with Jade going one step further, asking them 
to be godparents, which they agreed to instantly, setting 
aside their own differences from that day forward. 


Our wedding was quiet, with Dan acting as both my best 
man, and giving away his only daughter. But after the 
brothers found out our sons were to carry their names in 
honor, they took over the christening, making it a virtual 
national holiday for the region and paying us back for the 
wedding they never got to give but wanted to. 


Oh, and all those guns and drugs running with the hot 
sauce Dan was worried about? Just for show. The hot sauce 
coming out of Mexico since the recent border wall, really is 
just hot sauce. The brothers found a newer, better trade 
route, along with the other leaders in various Cartels, right 
under the wall in an elaborate tunnel system. They didn’t 
tell me because, well. Why should they? The less people 
who knew, the better, so Dan and I kept the hot sauce 
business after all, renaming it... you guessed it, Dos 
Hermanos hot Sauce, with my share of the company 
holdings going into a trust for our two boys, something for 
their future. Jade having her share to decide on as our 
family grows, and grow it must. 


She took a break from college work, mostly working from 
home on research anyway, so her and I could spend the first 
few years bonding with the boys, and it’s only convinced her 
that she wants more kids as quickly as I can put them in 
her. No arguments there. 


I can’t help but try and make a new baby with her, at least 
twice a day, she’s so hot and after the first two boys, she 
only got hotter. Being a mom comes so naturally to Jade, 
and me being a dad? Well, I think I do alright if I do say so 
myself. 


“Will you still wanna do me, even after I’ve had another 
baby?” Jade asks me one day, looking genuinely concerned. 
I thought she must be joking. 


Taking her head in my hands, I kiss her nose, then her 
cheeks and finally her sweet, sweet lips. 


“You’re the most beautiful girl in the world, do you hear 
me? I love you Jade, and every child we have is priceless... 
And just for the record?” I warn her. 


“What?” she asks, a devilish grin forming on her lips. 


“When you say things like ‘do me’ and ‘another baby.’ It 
makes me so hard, there’s only one place to put it...” 


I hear her gasp, her hands traveling to my favorite spot, 
squeezing me just right. 


“The twins are sleeping,” she whispers, biting my ear, to 
which I reply with a low growl, biting into her neck until she 
squeals out loud. Then I let her run, run around the house, 
pretending to escape me, while I chase her, taking off my 
shirt, then my pants, until finally she runs back to me, also 
naked again; and we go into our room, right next to the 
twins room, and I take her as my woman all over again. 
Taking her slowly or hard or fast, whatever my girl needs, 
however she’s feeling. Either way or just snuggling or 
sitting quietly together, I don’t care. As long as I’m with her. 


It never gets old, because I love her. It’s never a chore, 
because she’s my best friend, who I want to spend every 
second of my life with; and the kids are never in the way, 
they’re the reason we love each other so much, they’re 
what makes us a family. 


My family. 


Finally Mommy and Daddy, with Carlos Flores in the 
starring role. With dos hermanos and a dozen other kids to 
follow. Kids who’ll never know what it means to be alone, 
because we'll always be there for them. 


The family I never had, but only spent my whole life up until 
now waiting to create with the perfect woman, the woman 
of my dreams, the dream I get to live out every single day. 


Jade. 
Mommy. 


My girl. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER 


“Miguel...” I whisper, “Stop fooling around... you have the 
rings, now it’s time to...” he pulls out the rings. 


Little devil. He’s always playing a prank at the worst time, 
making a tense moment a funny one though, he always 
knows how to make his mommy and daddy smile, we’re so 
proud of him. 


Carlos wanted to, so I just went along with it, but when I 
saw the effort going into preserving and protecting the 
ancient ruins further, not just so he could renew our vows, 
plus the upgrades to the college; I got excited. Then I gota 
hundred percent involved. 


We stand now on top of the Kukulcan Pyramid, decorated in 
traditional style, with a local Mayan priest performing a 
traditional ceremony, which doubles as our vows renewal, 
as he’s also the local church priest. 


We’ve opted for our own traditional dress, with the kids, all 
eight, making the cutest rows of black and white tuxedos 
for the boys, and pastel pink dresses for the girls. I still 
have my original wedding dress, slightly adjusted at the 
seamstress to allow for my new baby bump, and Carlos 
looks as dashing as ever in his tux, which he too had to have 
tailored, being so god damned huge, but for a different 
reason. 


The bows, the ceremony. It cements us as a family, and I 
agree with Daddy Carlos, that “It gives the kids a chance to 
see us how we were, before they came along, it also shows 
them that we still love each other just as much, that they'll 
see us getting older, but not loving each other, or them any 
less, no matter what.” 


The honeymoon? 


A little different ten years on. We enlist the help of my dad, 
and with Carlos help, we manage to wrangle all of us across 
country and across the border, on a once in a lifetime trip to 
Disneyland. The kids all wanting to go as long as Carlos and 
I can remember. 


We charter a coach from dad’s in San Diego to Disneyland. 
It’s just easier. Carlos wanted to drive, but so does dad. So 
it’s decided, we hire a driver too, which both dad’s don’t 
mind, lapping up the opportunity to try and outdo each 
other spoiling the kids the whole way. 


When we get there, Dad counts them off the coach, one by 
one, with Carlos counting them back onto the special cart 
we arranged to ferry us all around the park. Eight kids and 
three adults, with one pregnant lady in the mix, there’s no 
way we could walk this trip. 


Like counting off the seven dwarves (except there’s eight), 
it makes my heart melt to see my two favorite dad’s in their 


element. Carlos like a giant, being so gentle with each of his 
little babies and doting on the eldest too, without making 
them feel like they’re being babied. And my dad. The 
proudest grandpa and Father in-law the world has ever 
seen. 


“Genaro, Miguel, Angelica, Maria, Juan, Silvia, Stefan, 
Enrique and...” Carlos jumps over, putting his head next to 
my belly, pretending to listen and nodding his head in 
agreement, the kids all pack out laughing, even the little 
ones who can only guess what it all really means. 


“And Carlos and Jade!” He announces, winking at me, 
letting me know he wants to choose at least the next two 
names, giving two of our beautiful babies the legacy of our 
own names as well. It’s a tradition I know Carlos wants to 
start, so why not? I don’t think another Carlos Flores in the 
world could ever be a bad thing. 


The most wonderful, strong, kind and sensitive man I’ve 
ever known with my own dad a close second, who is also 
strong, tough and determined, willing to do whatever it 
takes to give his family the best of everything and putting 
himself last, only so he can take the step back and admire 
them all with pride. 


I blow my dad a kiss as Carlos lets grandpa buckle in all his 
prized grandchildren, he loves them all as much as we do, 
and we love him all the more for it. 


“I love you, Mrs. Flores,” Carlos whispers in my ear, 
rubbing my belly again, nibbling my ear. It sends a shiver of 
arousal up my spine, my nipples getting rock hard straight 
away, every time Carlos touches me, it’s always the same. 


“And I love you too, Daddy Flores.” I say in his ear, biting 
him back, drawing a low growl from him; having him 
promise me all the things he’s going to do to me once we 


reach the hotel, once grandpa has the kids for an hour... or 
two. 


“You might have to wait ‘til tonight baby,” I tease, “I think 
the whole tribe will want daddy and grandpa, all day.” 


We rest our foreheads together, his eyes shining into mine. 


“Then I’ll wait.” He says, smiling. “As long as I get to spend 
the day with you, with our babies, I can wait to show you 
how much, I want every single inch of you.” 


It’s my turn to growl and I kiss him, biting his bottom lip. 
“TIl hold you to that, Mr. Flores. I’ll hold you to that.” 


“Mommy! Daddy! C’mon!” Cry all eight kids, with grandpa 
giving the thumbs up for being ready, as we all climb 
aboard and snake our way into the greatest vacation the 
whole family’s ever had; one that we’ll be sure to repeat 
every year, so the newest editions to the family will never 
miss out. 


“All aboard!” Shouts Carlos and the kids squeal with 
delight. 


I feel my heart grow in my chest, so lucky. So blessed. 


So happy with the man I love and will love, every single day 
for the rest of my life. 


NEWSLETTER 


Wake up to a free, new, original story on 
Easter morning by joining my 
mailing list and staying subscribed. 


Click here >> Get a FREE book for Easter 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: Baby Lust 
Book 2: Veteran 
Book 3: Built 
Book 4: Bambino 
Book 5: Rescued 
Book 6: Leader 
Book 7: Professor 
Book 8: Burned 
Book 9: Worldly 
Book 10: 

Book 11: 


Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Driven 
Lucky 13 


Book 14: 


Book 15: 


Lumberjacked 


Protector 


Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman’s Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEALs Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Veterans Day Daddy 


Book 30: 


Book 31: 
Book 32: 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 
Statham 


Book 33: 


Book 34: 
Book 35: 
Book 36: 
Book 37: 


Bodyguard 
Greek God 
Billionaire Single Dad's Babysitter 





Mountain Man 
SEALs Justice 





Book 38: 


Book 39: 
Book 40: 
Book 41: 
Book 42: 


Royal Romance 

Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 
Crocodile Dan D 

Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 

Doctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 


Book 43: 


Cop’s Babysitter 


Book 44: 


Book 45: 


Nanny for the Cop Next Door 
Small Town SEALs Saving Grace 


Book 46: 


Book 47: 


Cop’s Fake Fiancée 


Billionaire’s Nanny 


Book 48: 
Book 49: 


Book 50: 
Book 51: 


Cowboy’s Babysitter 
Steamy 
Brother’s Best Friend 


Possessive Professor 


Book 52: 


Book 53: 
Book 54: 
Book 55: 
Book 56: 
Book 57: 
Book 58: 


Firefighter’s Babysitter 
Soldier’s Secret Baby 

Ward’s Independence Day 
Doctor Next Door 

Possessive Policeman 
Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Boss’s Babysitter 


Book 59: 


Book 60: 
Book 61: 
Book 62: 
Book 63: 


Virgin in New York 
Rock Star’s Baby 
Possessive Protector 
Possessive Australian 
Best Friend’s Brother 


Book 64: 
Book 65: 
Book 66: 
Book 67: 


Possessive Cowboy 
Summer Romanced 
Possessive Prince 


Lovers’s Enemy 


Book 68: 


Book 69: 
Book 70: 
Book 71: 
Book 72: 
Book 73: 
Book 74: 
Book 75: 


Cop’s Best Friend 
Possessive Firefighter 
Football Next Door 
Doctor December 
Possessive Canadian 
Blue Collar Billionaire 
Possessive K-9 Cop 


Possessive Brazilian 


Book 76: 


Book 77: 
Book 78: 
Book 79: 
Book 80: 


Hockey Obsession 

Possessive Boston Irish American MMA Fighter 
Halloween Next Door 

Possessive Russian 

Baseball Mine 


Book 81: 


Book 82: 
Book 83: 
Book 84: 
Book 85: 
Book 86: 
Book 87: 
Book 88: 
Book 89: 
Book 90: 
Book 91: 
Book 92: 
Book 93: 
Book 94: 

Book 95: 
Book 96: 
Book 97: 


Cop’s Caribbean Captive 
Instalove Island 

Dad’s Best Friend 
Thanksgiving with Dad’s Boss 
Possessive Italian Neighbor 
Possessive Portuguese 
Possessive Christmas Cop 
Russian’s Obsession 
Possessive Doctor’s Christmas 
Possessive Parisian Pilot 

U.K. Boxing Day 

Jealous Russian Stalker 
Italian Mountain Man 
Aggressive Russian 
Possessive Valentine 
Possessive Hunter 


Dad’s Russian Mafia Friend 


Book 98: Russian Teacher 


Book 99: Australian Obsession 


Book 100: 
Book 101: 


Russian Next Door 
Dad’s Irish Friend 


Book 102: 


Book 103: 
Book 104: 
Book 105: 
Book 106: 
Book 107: 
Book 108: 
Book 109: 
Book 110: 
Book 111: 
Book 112: 
Book 113: 
Book 114: 
Book 115: 
Book 116: 
Book 117: 
Book 118: 


Nanny for the Russian Mafia 

Best Friend’s Dad 

Basketball Babymaker 

Possessive Veterinarian 

Brother’s Fireman Friend 
Brother’s Canadian Cowboy Friend 
Summer Vacation with Dad’s Best Friend 
Dad’s Italian Mafia Friend 

Dad’s Irish Mafia Friend 

Dad’s Football Friend 

Possessing His Dancing Queen 
Brother’s Cop Friend 

Halloween With Dad’s Best Friend 
Claimed By Her Boss 

Possessive Rider 

Dad’s Ex-Biker Buddy 

Possessive Undercover Cop 


Book 119: 


Book 120: 
Book 121: 
Book 122: 


Falling For Her Boss 

Claiming His Fashionista 

More Than Dad’s Best Friend 
Thanksgiving With Dad’s Best Friend 


Book 123: 


Book 124: 
Book 125: 
Book 126: 


Bossy Italian 

Christmas With Dad’s Mafia Friend 
Maid For The Italian Mafia 
Nutcracker 


Book 127: 


Book 128: 
Book 129: 


Cowboy Cerrone 
Chef’s Kiss 
Claimed By The Russian 


Book 130: 


Book 131: 


Bought By The Italian Mafia 
Hot Nerd 


Book 132: 


Dad’s Italian Mafia Boss 


Book 133: 


Book 134: 
Book 135: 
Book 136: 
Book 137: 
Book 138: 
Book 139: 
Book 140: 


Mine 

Taken By The Thief 
Curves Ahead 

Her Mafia Valentine 
Doctor Valentine 

Maid For The Irish Mafia 
Winning Her Curves 
Dad’s Cartel Best Friend 


BRATVA BEAR SHIFTERS 


Book 1: Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Best Friend 
Book 2: Babysitter For Dad’d Russian Mafia Bear Friend 
Book 3: Dad’s Bratva Bear Friend 


LAIRDS & LADIES 


Book 1: Possessive Highlander 
Book 2: Taken By The Highlander 


RUSSIAN UNDERWORLD 


Book 1: Brooklyn Bratva 
Book 2: British Bratva 
Book 3: Bratva Billionaire 
Book 4: Bratva Babysitter 


IRISH WOLF SHIFTERS 


Book 1: Dad’s Irish Wold Shifter Friend 


